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The Sheleton in the House






Friedrich Spielhagen 4
The Skeleton in the House )

I

s AND this is our sleeping-room,” said Lebrecht, opening
the door. ‘““How do you like it?”

“ Charming!” replied Annchen.

She had paused a moment on the threshold and allowed
her eyes to wander around the apartment, then with a few
rapid steps reached the fireplace and threw herself into an
armchair.

“ Oh, dear! how tired I am.”

Lebrecht bit his lip, and his handsome face, that had just
been smiling so expectantly, darkened. Annchen could not
see it, for she had put her feet on the brass fender and
leaned her head back on the cushions; but as he now passed
her for the second time, stepping lightly in spite of the thick
Brussels carpet, she put out her hand and said beseechingly :

“Don’t be angry with me, Lebrecht!”

He had caught the slender hand and raised it to his lips.

“ Why should I be angry with you?”” he murmured very
indistinctly, for his heart was throbbing so that it almost
choked him. If she held his hand, if a loving glance flashed
from her eyes, if her lips parted to kiss him, then he would
tell her.

But the brown eyes remained weary ; the charming, half-
parted lips did not move; the hand fell carelessly from his
into her lap. His knees, which had already bent, grew stiff
again; he turned away, and only with the utmost effort
repressed the sigh in which his tortured heart sought relief.

So the story was again deferred until the morrow, as it
had been every evening during the six weeks of their
wedding-tour. But this evening, the first at home, was not
exactly like the others. There was really no morrow to it;
he had staked the remnant of his courage, his final hope, on
it, as the gambler risks the remnant of his property on a
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last card. He must tell to-morrow of course, but that he
would he compelled to do so was the most terrible thing of
_aﬂ, :Jt:would then no longer be a confession—simply a
dlsclosure .which by no silence, no deception, no miserable
ptctense x:guld he delay longer, and he would stand like a
* criminal who, after obstinate, hardened denials, is at last
convicted and cannot even make the slightest claim to ex-
tenuating circumstances—can offer no reason why the judge
should not contemptuously turn away his angry face from
the shameless fellow.

And this angry judge would be his young, beautiful,
worshipped wife, who trusted him so wholly, so entirely,
who only yesterday morning Oh! how was it possible
that when she hid her blushing face on his shoulder and
«aid, amid smiles and tears: “ Only your dear, faithful eyes;
I want nothing more,” he could have laughed, kissed her
again and again, and—not told her?

He had approached the window, drawn back the heavy
curtains, and was gazing into the gloom of the autumn
evening, while the strong breath of the sea blew through the
ancient trees, till the branches creaked and groaned and the
withered leaves dashed rustling against the panes.

He was thinking of that wretched evening late in the
summer and the mad rush through the room to this very
window.

He had thrown it open, scarcely knowing that he did so,
eagerly inhaling the cold, damp air that blew into his face
and cooled his burning brow.

“There is a terrible draught, my dear Lebrecht,” said
Annchen from the fireside.

“1 beg your pardon.”

He shut the window, let the curtains fall, and came back
into the room. His wife had not changed her position;
this utter listlessness of one usually so elastic, gay, vivacious,
and full of prattle from morning till night vexed him in his
despairing mood.

“You are tired, Annchen,” he said dryly; “ you ought to
go to bed.”
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“I'm not at all tired,” she answered, “only a little lazy.
I think it’s the long drive and the keen wind that constantly
blew into our faces.”

“T couldn’t help the latter, Annchen. We are in Pom-
erania and by the sea, which has nothing in common with
your mild Rhine breezes; and as for the drive, I was very
sorry afterwards. I meant well; you ought at least to
acknowledge that.”

Annchen sat erect in her armchair. This was the first
time she had heard a tone so cold, nay, even harsh, from
her Lebrecht’s lips. She gazed at him with more astonish-
ment than fear.

“ Pardon me,” he said, “ I meant no reproach ; the words
escaped me. I don’t know what it is; I believe I'm tired
myself—nervous.”

“We'll rest awhile,” said Annchen. “Let me stay here
in the chair—it’s delightfully comfortable—and do you lie
on the couch yonder. Then we’ll have a nice supper; to
judge from the fire Frau Uelzen has made in the kitchen,
there must be a brilliant result.”

“T'm only afraid you will be kept waiting some time,”
said Lebrecht; “you know she expected us two hours
later.”

“I'm in no hurry; on the contrary,” replied Annchen,
“I’'m really too worn out to be able to eat now. I'll ask
for a cup of coffee first; that will revive me more quickly:
The whole house was scented with freshly-roasted coffee;
I believe I can smell it here.”

Lebrecht, who had stretched himself on the couch, started
up with a bound.

“ Good Heavens! what's the matter, Lebrecht? ”

“ Matter! Nothing! I only wanted to go and tell Frau
Uelzen.”

The young wife had also hastily risen. “ Good heavens!”
she exclaimed again, “ how pale you are. You are certainly
not well. Tell me!”

She laid her hand on his forehead; it was cold and damp.
He pushed the hand away almost angrily.

13



German Mystery Stories

“You are really ill, Lebrecht? Sha’n’t we send for your
friend?”

“That’s just what was wanting,” cried Lebrecht with
a forced smile. “He makes short work of imaginary in-
valids. Besides, he’ll probably come this evening at any
rate, though I would rather he did not.”

€« Why? ”

“TI thought it would be pleasanter for us to remain the
first evening undisturbed. You know that was one reason
why we didn’t take the express train.”

“But, as you remember, against my will, and I believe
I was right. I think it would have been pleasanter if your
friends and the gentlemen had received us.”

“T have no friend except Bertram; and as for the gentle-
men, they can pay their respects to-morrow.”

“ That isn’t it, Lebrecht; it’s onl {

“That you feel solitary, alone with me in the dreary old
house.”

Annchen flushed to her temples. “ For shame, Lebrecht!”

“And yet it’s true, Annchen!”

“ And I say again, ‘ For shame!’”

It had become an actual dispute—a real quarrel, at least
in Frau Uelzen’s ears; and if these ears did not hear aright,
it certainly was not the fault of their owner, who had already:
been standing before the door for some minutes in so un-
comfortable an attitude that her back was beginning to ache.

Therefore, and also because the quarrel seemed to be over
and there was nothing more to be heard, she straightened
her little fat figure again and knocked.

It was the master who instantly opened the door, and so
suddenly that Frau Uelzen received a hard bump, and could
not help rubbing her elbow while she told him that the Herr
Doctor had just called and was in his room.

Annchen had also appeared in the half-open doorway.

“1 should like to send him away again,” said Lebrecht,
hesitatingly.

“On no account,” cried Annchen. “I’ll come, too; I'll
only change my dress a little.”
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“1f he’s to stay all the evening, you needn’t hurry.”

“ So much the better, dear Lebrecht.”

She wanted to throw her arms around her husband’s neck,
but the inquisitive eyes in Frau Uelzen's fat face embar-
rassed her; so she only put her finger on her lips. “Au
revoir, then. Give my compliments to your friend, and
don’t forget to tell Frau Uelzen about the coffee.”

“No, no!” said Lebrecht, pushing Frau Uelzen out of the
room and, without having once looked back, shutting the
door so violently behind him that Annchen, with a rapid
movement, had barely time to draw the hem of her dress
out of the crack.

“ He’s angry with me,” she murmured, “and I have de-
served it. When he goes down and meets the horrible man
he calls his only friend—in what a tone he said it, My only
friend.” And now he’s sitting with him pouring out his heart,
and telling him he has a little, unreasonable, foolish wife,
and that he ” (tears gushed from her eyes; she threw herself
into the armchair again, covering her face with her hands
and sobbing) “is not happy—that I have made him un-
happy! No, no! not unhappy, but not so happy as he
deserves to be, as I have hoped, dreamed, I should make
him—I, who love him so dearly!”

She had suddenly stretched out both arms as if she wanted
to embrace her beloved husband. The arms fell on her lap;
she sat gazing before her with fixed eyes into the dying fire.

And as the little blue flames leaped busily up and down
the fading coals, so before her mental vision picture after
picture, scene after scene, came and went—the thousand
pictures, the thousand scenes of her short love-life, which
had bloomed so brightly, so blissfully, shone with such a
radiant light, and was now sinking into ashes.

There was the steamer’s deck, on which he paced to and
fro alone, with the red book under his arm, gazing with
thoughtful blue eyes at the vineyards and castles. She had
noticed the tall, fair man long before her friends began to
jest about the “stiff Englishman,” while Cousin Arthur
twisted his black moustache and swayed to and fro, as if to
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say: “ Thank Heaven! I'm not like that stupid fellow.”
Cousin Arthur had made a very wry face when papa brought
up the stranger, whom in his good-nature he had accosted,
and introduced him to the ladies as Herr Lebrecht Nudel,
a merchant from Woldom. “ Lebrecht Nudel ” was a most
charming name, Cousin Arthur said, and “ who can tell me
where Woldom is?”

A few days later Cousin Arthur knew very well where
Woldom was, and in the interim had had plenty of time to
become accustomed to the name that had at first appeared
so comical, for it was mentioned often enough in the beauti-
ful, hospitable home of Annchen’s parents, through whose
door Herr Nudel, who was obliged to stay a few days in
Cologne, went in and out.

The few days had grown into a fortnight, and Herr
Nudel’s business matters were prolonged into the third
week; and poor Arthur—he wanted to shoot himself, and
would have done so, “ ’pon honor,” only that he would then
have lost the pleasure of dancing at her wedding and show-
ing her that in his veins flowed the true, noble blood of the
Klingel-Piitz, and not a base stream which had blended
with the mouldy Schmitz current till it was unrecognizable,
like that in his cousin’s. Mamma had been on his side; she
would have so willingly made the bare Klungel-Piitz family-
tree put forth new blossoms with the Schmitz gold ; but dear
papa, in his quiet, easy fashion, had stood faithfully by his
beloved little daughter. Arthur ought to be glad to get a
cousin who might occasionally take up an inconvenient note
and afterwards, if he desired, use it for a lamp-lighter. In
spite of the Kliingel-Piitz relationship and his own rank
among the patrician families of Cologne, he was a simple,
commonplace man, who had just money enough to duly
estimate the value of money. Nay, he confessed to being so
base-minded that his son-in-law’s two millions really im-
pressed him, and if Annchen loved the man—well, Heaven
knows how gladly he would have kept her near him, but
Woldom was also, so to speak, in the world. He hoped,
reluctant as he was to travel, to convince himself of it in
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his own person, and drink the young couple’s health in
genuine Rhine wine on the shore of the Baltic out of the
bowl of the King of Prussia sent to the King of Woldom.

To the King of Woldom!

A banker in Berlin of whom he had privately inquired
about the property of the ‘‘ produce-dealer ” had not only
confirmed the similar statements of the London and Ham-
burg firms to whom Lebrecht had referred him, but added:
“ T even think the man much richer; he is, in truth, what our
late witty king called his father. Let him tell you the story
himself, as a clever physician from Woldom, whose acquaint-
ance I made last summer in Heringsdorf, told it to
me.”

And Lebrecht related it with downcast eyes, as if he were
ashamed, and an unsteady voice, like a person who has to
confess a crime.

And yet it was the most harmless anecdote in the world:
how the late king, who was so fond of being in Pomerania
and Riigen, also visited Woldom and graciously accepted
the lodgings offered him in the old gable-roofed house on the
market-place. And as next morning he permitted his host
to show him the modest sights of the city, and his father,
in reply to the constant questions of the eager monarch:
“ Who built this quay? To whom do these warehouses
belong? Who owns these ships? Who laid out this prom-
enade? Who built this poorhouse?” etc., in accordance
with the truth could only reply: “I, your majesty. To me,
your majesty,” until the king, who had become very thought-
ful, suddenly stood still and exclaimed: “ Why, really, this
is exactly like that charming story of Hebel’s, ‘ Kannitver-
stan,” only that there is no misunderstanding, but the truth.”
And then, turning to his suite and pointing to Herr Nudel:
“1 tell you, gentlemen, if I were not unfortunately the King
of Prussia I should like to be the King of Woldom.”

And on the magnificent bowl of embossed silver which
came from Berlin six months after, the coat-of-arms of the
city of Woldom glittered beside the royal arms of Prussia,
and below the interlaced initials of the royal name and his
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father’s stood in gold letters: “ From the grateful King of
Prussia to his colleague of Woldom.”

How often Lebrecht had been obliged to relate the story,
and how heartily her papa had laughed every time and her
proud mother smiled. And she herself—she had only gazed
at her Lebrecht’s face, now a thousand times dearer in its
touching embarrassment, and said to herself: “ He is a king
—I his queen! Oh! how happy we shall be.”

““We shall be!” They were not yet entirely so, at least
Lebrecht was not, and how could she be if he were not?
He did not feel at ease in her home. Of course he stood
on excellent terms with papa; that was natural; who could
help being fond of the kind old papa, who wished everybody
well, and certainly the future husband of his beloved only
child? Mamma did not mean any harm—of course not—
but it was undoubtedly a hard, hard task for Lebrecht, who
was so averse to all ostentation, to see himseli constantly
engaged in conversations that always had the same object—
the glorification of the race of Kliingel-Piitz; how brilliant
it had once been, with its fifty castles on the Rhine; how it
was related to the Sickingens and other families of the
highest nobility, and had even been allied to the imperial
house of Hapsburg; and how the splendor had gradually
paled like the setting sun, until—oh, cruel fate —a Kliingel-
Piitz, she herself, married a plebeian, and the daughter of
this marriage, according to those iron laws that rule over the
rise and fall of great families, was again wedding a plebeian.

And if Lebrecht could not get along with mamma, neither
could he acquire a taste for the gay bustle in the house.
The constant coming and going of so many people disturbed
him. He didn’t say so, but it was not necessary ; she saw it
distinctly in an occasional sad, almost angry glance which,
when he thought himself unobserved, wandered over the
motley throng—officers with clanking spurs and rattling
sabers; at their head the slender Arthur, who took his part
of rejected lover now on the tragic and now on the comic
side, and made himself as insufferable in the one as in the
other ; dandified, smooth-talking referendaries and assessors,
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who were almost all reserve-officers, and carried on a secret
or open jealous warfare with their comrades of the line,
whose cause she—she herselfi—had been for several years
of her young life.

She could not, would not, deny this when Lebrecht inti-
mated it, nor that these years had been pleasant ones; that
she had rejoiced in her triumphs with all her heart ; that she
had firmly believed in the beatific power of sails on the
Rhine and Moselle, officers’ and jurists’ balls, till she saw
him, the blond Englishman, the Pomeranian produce-dealer,
the King of Woldom. And now away with that cloud from
your dear brow, my beloved royal master! It isn’t at all
becoming to you, and moreover, is a culpable doubt of my
love, or must I doubt yours?

Ah! she had not doubted his love, not for a second, and
yet the cloud she believed she had kissed away the first
time for ever returned again and again, and grown darker
and darker, as the covering of ashes yonder fell thicker on
the dying coals. And she had noticed on their wedding-
journey that this darkness increased in proportion as they
approached his home-—nay, she afterward remembered ex-
actly how on the day they left the Lake of Como, to return
by Venice, Vienna, Prague, and Dresden, a turning-point
began in his mood. She had pondered and pondered over
what it could be, what was passing in his mind when he sat
for minutes—nay, afterward for hours—at the theaters and
on the endless railway journeys, gazing into vacancy in a
sort of stupor, and then suddenly—invariably after a stolen
glance at her, who had silently watched him—renewed the
interrupted conversation or commenced a new one. Were
there business cares? He had assured her it was nothing of
the sort. Did he feel sick? He had never been better.
Did he no longer love her? He closed her mouth with
passionate kisses. Was he not happy?

At last no other question remained, and precisely because
there was no other, his assurance that he was happy—nay, that
he could scarcely realize the excess of happiness with which
her love overwhelmed him—could not soothe her ; for now it
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was no longer the too lively social atmosphere of her parents’
house that had so oppressed him; now he no longer had to
endure her mamma’s long-winded lectures about the splendor
and decay of her family; this and everything else that had
been so uncomfortable to the betrothed bridegroom lay
behind them forever; he had her, her alone, among all the
thousands of indifferent persons who crowded past them—
alone as if they were on Robinson Crusoe’s island.

Was it not to deceive her about the real cause of his
trouble when he said with a melancholy smile: “I will
believe that you could be happy with me on a Robinson
Crusoe island, as I certainly should be with you; but in
Woldom—in Woldom, the little, gloomy city on the shore
of the gray Baltic Sea—in Woldom, where theaters are a
fiction and concerts a legend, where one can have no em-
barrassment in the choice of society, because there is simply
no society at all—there might often be difficulties in the way
of happiness—might be very many days in which you would
say: ‘ You don’t please me.””

In vain she answered, at first eagerly, then almost with
secret anger and ill-repressed tears:

“ Granted that it is all as you say, but do I hear this for
the first time? Didn’t you say the same things when I did
not know that you loved me? No! I knew that from the
first moment; and you knew that I loved you and would
follow you to the ends of the earth, let alone to your home,
which you describe so dismally. I quietly allowed you to
talk and only asked: ‘Do you like it?’ You replied: ‘I
think it more beautiful almost everywhere else, which, to be
sure, does not require much, and yet I believe I could live
nowhere else.” And then I said: ‘ Neither can I’ And
what I said then I say still; and you—you must believe me
till I have given you proofs of the contrary Until then,
if you love me, not a word more about it.”

He had not returned to the disagreeable subject during the
past week. This morning in Berlin he had first reverted
to it again.

They had originally intended to travel on the afternoon
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express train, that reached Woldom at ten o’clock in the
evening, and he had already telegraphed home so the evening
before. Then he had changed his arrangements singularly,
as he usually clung to his resolutions, which he only formed
after mature consideration, with a certain degree of ob-
stinacy. This time it was different. It had occurred to
him too late, that if they should arrive at the appointed hour
certain formalities of reception could not be escaped,
although the clerks in the counting-house knew, or might
know, what a declared enemy he was of all such nonsense.
Speeches would be made which he should have to answer;
there would be an hour’s confusion, very probably a noisy
evening, and he longed for rest. He could—they could
procure this rest by a very simple expedient : they need only,
instead of taking the afternoon express train, use the morn-
ing one. To be sure, it was an accommodation train, and
stopped at every station, but they would still reach home a
few hours earlier.

She had acquiesced—not that the plan pleased her; on the
contrary, she thought it perfectly proper that the clerks
should give their employer a formal reception after he had
been absent from home six weeks, and was now returning
with his young wife. She had no dislike for the “ fuss,”
and if it was a little gay, or even noisy, so much the better.
But after a few timid, useless objections she had wisely
kept silence, and hastily packed her things in the morning.

So they had set out early, gladly as she would have slept
an hour longer. The last days of travel had been very
fatiguing, and she felt for the first time really exhausted.
Yet she had allowed nothing to be noticed, had not even
tried to sleep during the journey, though, to be sure, several
times she could not wholly repress a slight yawn. But the
more trouble she took to make the best of everything, the
more dissatisfied and impatient Lebrecht was. The affair
was worse than he supposed ; the slow motion, the constant
stopping—it was insufferable. He walked up and down
the coupé—as usual, they traveled first class, and were alone
—shut the windows, opened them again, grumbled at the
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conductor, scolded the guard, and spoke so angrily to a
gentleman, who at a station came to the window, and, judg-
ing from his mode of address, was a resident of Woldom,
and even a business acquaintance, that the man seemed
utterly bewildered, and she herself was really alarmed by the
violence of one usually so quiet and composed.

To be sure, he instantly apologized, and she heard him,
opening the window, tell the man that they would discuss
the matter further in Biissow.

Then the walking up and down the coupé began again,
and suddenly stopping, he said: “ Biissow is the station from
which the branch railway goes to Woldom. We shall be
obliged to wait there an hour for the train from Lundin.
It’s a horrible delay, and I shall be helplessly delivered over
to that detestable talker. I’ll make you a proposal. From
the next station the old highway leads to Woldom. The
distance is four or five miles. It is now two o'clock; and
if we take a carriage there we can be in Woldom almost as
soon as this hateful train. We'll leave our baggage behind
and be our own masters. I’ve walked, ridden, and driven
over the road hundreds of times as a boy and young man,
when there was no railway here. It is not beautiful, nothing
is in this country; but to me every poplar with which it is
planted represents a pleasant memory. And you can take
the drive as a trial whether my descriptions of the country
and people agree with truth or not. Will you?”

Of course she had consented.

It was a hard test, and she had more than once been forced
to confess that Lebrecht had exaggerated nothing. True,
she had not seen much of the people, but all the more of the
country—endless brown moors and gray fields, over which
swept a damp, cold wind, wet and cold and raw, such as in
her beautiful Rhenish home a December wind scarcely was,
and they were in the latter part of October. From time to
time on these dreary plains appeared a solitary farmhouse,
surrounded by trees and bushes, a mill on the top of one of
the rare low hills, at a greater or less distance dark patches
of woodlands. She tried to persuade herself that all this
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must look very pretty in summer, when the meadows were
green, the heaths bloomed, the boundless fields swayed with
golden waves, and the larks soared trilling upward to a
blue sky studded with large white clouds; but the gray,
rainy reality ruthlessly expunged the bright visions of fancy;
for now it had begun to rain, and in the little two-seated,
open carriage—Lebrecht had called it a Holstein—they were
fully exposed to the weather.

She would have cheerfully endured all this, and even a
great deal more—although to-day, with her physical exhaus-
tion, the fatigue and discomfort were really harder to bear
than usual—if Lebrecht had been more cheerful, if on his
native soil he had at least regained the calm, self-possessed
manner that had so charmed her, and in her young eyes
made the fair, tall North-German seem like a king among
the vivacious throng of her courtiers. But this was unfor-
tunately by no means the case. As he had just declared
the annoyances of the railway unendurable, he now quar-
reled with the situation he had himself caused, as if other
people’s imprudence or obstinacy had forced it upon him.
With his traveling-cap drawn far over his brow, and the
collar of his overcoat turned up, he sat leaning back in his
corner, like a person who at least will not waste a word upon
a disappointment he cannot change. And this silence made
her far more uneasy than his previous violence. At last
she, too, no longer ventured to speak, and now had abundant
time to listen to the rattling of the leather on the carriage,
the creaking of the axles, the grating of the wheels, the
clattering of the horses’ hoofs, the long-drawn notes of the
wind that roared over the wet fields and bent the sighing
poplars aside. Oh, those sighing poplars! If each really
brought some youthful memory to Lebrecht, as he had said,
how sorrowful that youth must have been! She wrapped
a handkerchief around her head to hear the terrible sighing
somewhat less distinctly, and closed her eyes for fifteen
minutes together, in order to no longer see the ghostly
nodding of the tree-tops.

Soon she did not need the latter precaution; the heavy
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masses of clouds grew darker and more threatening, and
seemed to have sunk lower every time she looked up at
them again; evening closed in and became night, though it
could be little more than seven o’clock. No friendly star
in the sky, no cheering light on the earth; only once a faint
glimmer appeared at one side of the road to instantly vanish
again, and the coachman said: “ Gallows Hill! ” They were
the first words the man, who sat leaning forward over his
horses, had spoken during the whole drive.

She pondered over what he meant. Did the ominous
place have any special association for him, as the sighing
poplars had for Lebrecht? Did a gallows really still tower
yonder into the black night? Was it a hellish fire glimmer-
ing there, or the lamplight from the sitting-room of a pecace-
ful mill? Had the silent man only meant that the drive
was approaching an end and other lights would soon emerge
from the gloom?

Thank God! there were really other lights—two, three,
four—a whole row, the lights of the railway station,
Lebrecht said; then another bit of highroad without pop-
lars; then on the right and left low, square houses with
dimly-lighted windows amid large, dark masses—barns be-
longing to the farmers in the suburbs; a gateway at whose
entrance and exit a lantern suspended by chains was swayed
by the wind; somewhat better lighted, broader streets, with,
as it seemed, handsome houses ; finally a small, square, open
space, with the harbor on one side. She heard through the
howling of the wind the roar of the sea, and saw, though
indistinctly, against the now lighter sky, tall, swaying masts.

"And now several buildings appeared before her, towering
like castles from amid their lowly surroundings. On the
left was the lofty, gable-roofed Rathhaus; on the right,
divided from it only by a narrow street, a still higher house
—his house, which was now to be hers also—the house he
had so often described to her, and which now, as, still sitting
in the carriage, she cast a timid glance at it by the dim
glimmer of the lanterns scattered here and there about the
market-place and the lights flickering from the windows,
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towered into the black night-heavens, a mute, dark, stony
secret.

And now the huge door was slowly opened. Old Bal-
thazar—she knew his name long before—stood there, and
instantly vanished again as the wind extinguished the light
behind the bony hand. She would have liked to laugh—it
was just as if the old man had only wanted to show his
huge, copper-red nose—but she could not. There was the
threshold which, in imagination, she had already so often
crossed, leaning on the arm of her beloved Lebrecht, and—
“ Go in!” impatiently cried Lebrecht, who was paying the
driver. He had undoubtedly meant kindly, and yet the
words sounded unpleasantly in her spoiled ears. True, he
had been at her side again ere she had taken many steps in
the wide lower hall, where Frau Uelzen, with many courtesies
and exclamations of surprise at the unexpected arrival of
her employers, was already welcoming her. And, leaning
on his arm, she had ascended the broad oak staircase which,
commencing in the center of the lower hall, led, with several
landings and queer, low steps, between colossal black ban-
isters, to a wide gallery which, like the staircase, was bor-
dered with huge, black rails, and on which all the rooms in
the second story appeared to open.

And, leaning on his arm, she had walked through the
rooms, preceded by Frau Uelzen with the lamp, while Bal-
thazar behind then lighted the candles on the tables and
consoles.

And, because it constantly grew light behind them, she
had felt as if she were walking through a labyrinth in which
she could never find her way, and then Lebrecht had opened
the last door and said, “ This is our sleeping-room;” and
then

The magnificent clock on the chimney-piece struck eight
in low, silvery tones. Annchen started up, like a person
suddenly aroused from a long sleep in which he has dreamed
infinite things—infinite things, through whose confusion he
sought only one, which he could not find.

No, she had not slept, and they were no dreams that had
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darted through her head and heart in strange, wild haste,
while she sat gazing at the tiny blue flames quivering over
the coals fading into ashes; it was her whole, short love-life
which she had lived over again within a few minutes, em-
braced in a single glance, as the traveler beholds a wide
landscape with all its countless details, while he still looks
only at the cloud just rising above the horizon, and which
the anxious guide has said, ere the near goal can be reached,
will overspread the whole, beautiful, laughing world with a
gray veil and efface it with floods of rain.

The anxious guide—~her throbbing, reproachful heart!
She had ill sustained the test!

When had she ever allowed bad weather to rob her of her
gay spirits? How was it the afternoon they were surprised
by a storm on the Léwenburg, during an excursion to the
Liebengebirge, and then also in a pouring rain, and finally
in total darkness, and, moreover, on foot, obliged to retrace
the long road to Konigswinter? But, to be sure, she had
leaned on his arm, and every obstacle they were forced to
conquer on their way had only been one cause the more for
jest and laughter and happiness. If to-day he sat by her
side silent and ill-humored, ought she not to have soothed
him by redoubled cheerfulness, she who could be so gay,
whom he so liked to see bright and mirthful? Had he not,
perhaps, only waited for that? Had he not taken her weary
silence for a proof that his fears were being fulfilled, and
she found his beloved Pomerania detestable? And when
they entered the house, when she passed through the rooms
—yes, he had hurried very much, but why had she permitted
it, why not insisted on being allowed to admire the princely
magnificence with which everything was fitted up? And
when they finally entered this apartment, which seemed to
be no room at all, but a huge tent hung and furnished with
blue and silver, so elegant, so rich, and yet so cozy and com-
fortable—as she had imagined and in a mirthful moment
chanced to describe to him in a few jesting words; he, dear
fellow, had remembered, understood, known how to make
everything a thousand times more beautiful—and she, had

26



Friedrich Spielhagen

she thrown herself into his arms? Had she thanked him
for his solicitude, his kindness, his love? Had she said: “ 1
will make your dark house as bright by my love as a dew-
drop in the morning sunlight, and kiss the clouds from your
brow, you dear, foolish fellow; I'll make you as happy as
I am myself?”

Alas! she had said nothing, nothing of all this. She had
thrown herself into the chair, and by her silly conduct, for
the first time since she had known him, extorted a harsh
word from her kind husband ; and when he left her just now
the cloud on his brow was darker than it had ever been
before—the cloud that did not rest there to-day for the first
time, so it was not caused by her behavior—the fatal cloud
that had already shadowed it for weeks, and consequently
must have some deeper source, and could only rise from the
one thought: “I have been mistaken in you; you are not
the woman who can make me happy!”

And as all her reflecting led her this time to precisely the
same sorrowful conclusion which her meditations always
reached, poor Annchen, like a child that no longer sees any
escape from the pursuing danger, burst into loud sobs, bend-
ing forward and covering her face with her hands, while the
tears trickled through her slender fingers.

Thus she could not see the fat housekeeper, who, after
tapping gently—very gently—without waiting for a “ Come
in,” had opened the door a little—a very little—and for half
a minute peered through the crack, then cautiously shut it,
knocked loudly as if it were the first time, and entered, an
officious smile on her thick lips, bringing on a waiter the cup
of coffee her mistress had just ordered.

II

ANNCHEN had started up in terror, and tried as well as she
could to conceal her tears. It seemed impossible that Frau
Uelzen should have noticed nothing, though the latter by
no means acted as if she had, but, drawing up a small marble
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table and setting the coffee on it, begged her mistress to
pardon the long delay and excuse her if she did not serve as
skilfully as the maid whom the Herr Commerzienrath and
Frau Commerzienrithen would probably bring in a week.

“ I don’t know whether my parents will make their prom-
ised visit so soon,” said Annchen.

“ My master thought so,” replied Frau Uelzen, “and I
think they certainly will. The parents long for their little
daughter, and the little daughter for her dear parents. They
have never been separated in their lives and suddenly are
forced to part, but it is very painful. I've lived with a
great many couples who were just married and loved each
other like turtle doves. Dear me! Only people can’t live
on love alone, so to speak, but require many other things;
and before all are found months and years elapse, and often-
times they don’t find them at all.”

Lebrecht had taken care that Annchen did not enter the
house with too high an opinion of Frau Uelzen. He had
called her a person who, though useful enough in her way,
had many weaknesses, among which, in his eyes, or rather
his ears, an unconquerable loquacity was the worst. And
her cautious mamma, during the last few days before her
marriage, had repeatedly warned her to be on good terms
with the influential person who had already taken charge
of the housekeeping ten years, at least at first, until she
herself should feel “ firm ground under her feet.”

But Annchen was now thinking of anything rather than
these warnings and precautions. What the stout old lady
yonder, with her fat hands folded over her stomach, was
saying in her comfortable, slow fashion, in that delicious
dialect which she had first heard from Lebrecht, and which,
therefore, was so dear to her, was certainly all true. So,
too, a voice from her oppressed soul had spoken.

“Don’t find them at all! ” she repeated.

Frau Uelzen had already feared she might have gone a
little too far at first. Now, since her words had evidently
found so good a reception in her young mistress’s heart, she
continued calmly:
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“Yes, indeed, not at all; though one must never allow it,
and always put the best face on everything, and thus inspire
a poor young lady with courage, as I always did young Frau
von Nulzow, before whose marriage I kept house six months
alone for the young baron, who was a kind master, though
he had his peculiarities, like all of us, and often drank a
bottle more than was good for him. Well, if that were a
reason for a young wife to be unhappy there wouldn’t be
many happy ones, at least not in our country; and my young
mistress was unhappy from the depths of her heart, and
remained so, no matter what I might say, and one morning
we found her in the pond at the end of the park, but she
had been dead several hours.”

“Merciful Heavens!” cried Annchen. “And was it
never discovered why she took her life? ”

“ Never exactly,” replied Frau Uelzen, shaking her head.
“ Some say she had had a lover before, a lieutenant, who
remained in Bohemia, and whom she would gladly have
married, only her parents wouldn’t consent, and she was
forced to marry my master, and the other—that was the
lieutenant—shot himself. But that’s mere gossip ; she never
told me anything about it, and she would surely have done
so if there had been anything of the sort; for she was very
well satisfied with me, and always said, ‘ As you choose,
Frau Uelzen; or, ‘Do it just as you please, Frau Uelzen.
And what can so young a lady do better than trust to a
sensible old person who understands housekeeping and never
wants anything for her own good, only for her employers’?
For there’s no dependence upon servants, especially here in
Woldom, where the devil of emigration gets into their heads
because one or another has made a fortune in America.
And then people say it’s my fault that nobody stays with us
long; but you’ll soon be convinced that I’'m not to blame
for it.”

Annchen, while slowly sipping the excellent coffee, had
been thinking of the unfortunate young wife who had
drowned herself, nobody knew why, and had no idea how
Frau Uelzen from this tragical incident had reached the
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. servant question; but she did not wish to let her inattention
be noticed, and therefore said haphazard: “ Why should it
be your fault?”

“Isn’t that so?” asked Frau Uelzen eagerly. “ Why
should it be my fault? I can’t help it that the house is older
than the Sweden wall before the Lundin gate and that people
say: ‘ If all the persons born in this house were still alive,
everybody else would have to leave the city” Well, if a
young thing who comes into the house gets frightened and
wants to go away again in six weeks, after all it’s perfectly
natural; for to hear old Balthazar, who lived thirty years
with the late Herr Senator, and has already been five with
the young master, talk about all he has heard and seen—
one wouldn’t believe it till one heard him tell it; how, when
there’s nobody in the room, you can hear breathing, as if
somebody were sleeping close beside you in the bed. I've
heard that myself a thousand times; even Dorthe must
admit it. She’s our new cook, whom we’ve had only six
weeks, and I don’t yet know whether she amounts to much,
for she laughs all day long; but the old one wouldn’t answer
any longer ; at last she scarcely talked of anything else, and
would probably have blurted it out to you the very first
evening ; and the two housemaids said then I must give them
their recommendations immediately, too, for nobody could
vanish without flying, and the whole city said so; and there-
fore I told them they needn’t stay, and gave them their
recommendations at once. For even if the new ones, whom
you can now choose yourself, are no different, you'll at
least have some peace from their stupid gossip during the
first few days; and even that is worth something. Wasn’t
I right, madam?”

“T really don’t know what you are talking about,” replied
Annchen.

A half-embarrassed, half-angry smile flitted over the
housekeeper’s fat face.

“ Ah! you don’t know—really don’t know? Then I beg
a thousand pardons. I'm certainly not one of those who
can’t keep their mouths shut; and when my master says:

30



Friedrich Spielhagen

‘Frau Uelzen, don’t speak of it; it's to be a surprise,’
I don’t speak of it. And if he had said: ‘ Frau Uelzen, don’t
say anything to your mistress about what happened to me
with Herr Fliederbusch,” I should have said nothing, you
can depend upon that. Have you any orders to give?”

Frau Uelzen courtesied, and, as an answer did not come
immediately, was silently retiring in the consciousness of her -
insulted dignity as housekeeper, then paused irresolutely;
the large, brown eyes of her young mistress, who had sud-
denly started from her chair, gazed at her so inquiringly,
and at the same time, Frau Uelzen thought, with such a
terrified look.

“ Why, do you really know nothing about it?”’ asked Frau
Uelzen.

A scarcely perceptible shake of the head was the reply.
Frau Uelzen clasped her hands in honest amazement and
exclaimed :

“Dear me! now I really don’t know whether I ought to
say more. For if my master has said nothing about it—
well, he has a good conscience and can run the risk; and
besides, he surely doesn’t know how people talk, otherwise
he would certainly have told you how it happened, because
you must learn it before you’ve been in Woldom twenty-four
hours longer, and since, after all, it will be just as well for
you to hear the story from me, because I mean kindly, and
at least know what I know, and how it began, and the
others know nothing at all; and if the people say I was
jealous of Herr Fliederbusch—but my master has probably
told you about Herr Fliederbusch?”

“1 don’t remember,” said Annchen sadly.

“Is it possible?” exclaimed Frau Uelzen.

Annchen had seated herself in the chair, displaying a
calmness that her trembling knees and throbbing heart belied.
In spite of her bewilderment, she keenly felt the impropriety
of allowing this garrulous old person to inform her of things
and persons about which Lebrecht had hitherto kept silence.
But suppose this had not been accidental? Suppose he had
only kept silence in order not to alarm her? Suppose his
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restlessness, his ill-humor, his gloomy manner, that had
already caused her so much anxiety, should now find an
unexpected explanation? Suppose she could say to him
this evening: “I know it now, Lebrecht”? What? Mer-
ciful Heavens! what? It was certainly something very,
very unpleasant—something really terrible ; that was evident
enough from the old woman’s previous words; but in com-
parison to the terrible thought she had had in her mind all
this time, which had made her so wretched

“Won't you sit down?” said Annchen, pointing to a
chair that stood near.

Frau Uelzen availed herself of the permission only too
willingly. So good an opportunity to let her light shine
before a young wife who had just set foot in the house had
not come in her way during all the many years of her service
as housekeeper. Her little fat figure really seemed to grow,
as, taking a seat on the extreme edge of the chair, and
smoothing her black silk apron with her red hands, while a
self-satisfied smile rested on her broad mouth, she said:

“Don’t look so anxiously at the clock. When the Herr
Doctor is with the master he always stays a long time; and
to-night it'll be longer, for Balthazar, who just took in a
bottle of wine—that’s always the first thing when the doctor
comes, but I mean nothing, madam; God forbid!—says
they’re already talking about it. And the doctor goes about
the city so much, and always took a great.deal of interest
in Herr Fliederbusch, who lost his mother long ago and had
only an old aunt, a shipmaster’s widow. Her brother, Herr
Fliederbusch’s father, was a ship’s captain, and sailed for
us many years, until he—how long ago was it? Yes; in the
spring we had the fire on the dike, and in the autumn the
Anna Maria was wrecked and all the crew drowned, and
Herr Fliederbusch too—the father, I mean—and in the
winter the boy came to our house. It’s six years ago, and
he was then fourteen, and so would now be twenty if——"

“Is he dead?” exclaimed Annchen in terror.

Frau Uelzen cast a sorrowful glance at the ceiling.
“Why, that’s just what nobody knows and what they're
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racking their brains about; for everybody knew him, and it
was Hans Fliederbusch here, and Hans Fliederbusch there.
He was called Hans, and was a regular Hans Dampf in
every street, though he’s said to have been very smart in
business, at least now ; yet I've often heard the clerks speak
of him very differently, and wonder how our master could
place so much confidence in such a swaggering young fellow.
Well, I don’t understand it, and never grudged it to him
when the master invited him to dinner oftener than the
others, took him to the springs in summer during the busi-
ness season, and in winter skated with him or shot at a
target in the garden. Three years ago he even took him to
London, and last year to Paris, that he might learn to know
something of the world, the master said, though Balthazar
said so that he could stand gaping about there, which he
couldn’t do here in Woldom. That’s certainly very dis-
respectful of Balthazar, but you know what people are, and
it’s surely my duty to conceal nothing on this side. Bal-
thazar was really jealous of Herr Fliederbusch, and the last
evening, when my master was going away the next morning
to be married, scolded to us in the kitchen because Herr
Fliederbusch was packing the master’s trunks, and he had
done everything himself for the late senator. for thirty years.
But Herr Fliederbusch packed in this very room, where the
master has always slept, though it didn’t look so elegant as
it does now ; and during that time the Herr Doctor was with
the master in the master’s room, where they are at this
moment, and they had probably drunk two or three bottles
of wine. Then the doctor went away, and Balthazar lighted
him downstairs and didn’t come up again, because he sleeps
below. I had sent the girls to bed, too, because they were
obliged to be up early the next morning, and there was
nothing more for them to do or for me; only Balthazar
hadn’t cleared away the bottles and glasses, and I didn’t
know whether I should go in, because the master doesn’t
like it if people come when they’re not called; and I prob-
ably nodded a little over it, and was very much surprised,
when I woke, to find the clock was already striking twelve,
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and I thought I had been roused by it, for it was still striking
when I waked. :

“ Well, I'm a sensible old person, and not easily fright-
ened ; but when one wakes while the clock is striking twelve,
and thinks that everybody has been in bed a long time, and
the whole house is as still as death, and suddenly it begins
to echo and resound just as it does in church, you know—
so hollow and awful that one doesn’t know whether the
noise comes down from the ceiling above or up from the
vaults below. ¢Merciful Heavens!’ I thought, ‘ what can
that be?’ For that my master and Herr Fliederbusch
should still be up—no, indeed, that didn’t occur to me at
first, and it’s an everlasting distance to the master’s room,
and I was down the passage leading from the kitchen past
the guest-rooms, where I sleep; and it grew louder, and I
summoned up my courage and turned back. Yes, it came
from the master’s room—first his voice and then Herr
Fliederbusch’s and then both at the same time, as if they
were quarreling fiercely with each other. Well, this was
very strange, because I had never yet heard an angry word
from the master to Herr Fliederbusch, and would never
have thought it possible Herr Fliederbusch would venture
to talk so to the master. And out of sheer astonishment—
for I know what’s seemly for a servant, and a housekeeper
ought to set the servants a good example, and listeners
never hear any good of themselves; but one needn’t listen
to hear, and Kabelmann, our beadle, had just gone through
the alley and heard it too, though there’s no window at all
opening upon the alley, and the walls are a yard thick.
Well, it may be so, if he swears to it; but the words he can’t
swear to, I say, for I was standing close by the door and
heard nothing I could swear to, except once, when the
master cried, ‘ Give it back to me,’ and Herr Fliederbusch
replied, ‘ No, I won’t give it back!” And then—God for-
give me the sin!—it seemed as if they had each other by the
throat, and they probably struck against the table, which
upset with all the glasses and bottles on it, and then came
a loud shriek. I thought the master had killed him, for it
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was Herr Fliederbusch that screamed, and I wanted to go
into the room, but the door was locked, and I—you haven’t
seen—crossed the entry to the dining-room, from which a
door leads into the master’s room, and this was locked too.
But now I became so frightened that I can’t describe it, and,
besides, everything was perfectly quiet and remained so,
and I probably stood for several minutes, always with the
light in my hand, and I wonder now that I didn’t let it fall
in my fright. And then I went into the entry again, and
there, thank God! came the master at least, but out of the
sleeping-room, and he had a light in his hand, too, and ran
towards the stairs as if the house were on fire, and I behind
him ; for he hadn’t seen me at all, so that he was already on
the first landing when I still stood at the top, and would
have certainly rushed all the way down, only that his candle
went out; and he now perceived for the first time that I was
there, and called : ¢ Come quick, Frau Uelzen ; come quick!’
Well, I came as quick as I could, and he lighted his candle
by mine, and was as white as a wall; and his hand shook
so that the candlestick struck against mine, and at first he
couldn’t light the candle at all; and I was obliged to ask
three times, ¢ What has happened?’ before he got out: ‘ Herr
Fliederbusch ’—only he didn’t say Herr Fliederbusch, but
Hans— has thrown himself out of the window in my sleep-
ing-room and is lying in the garden below.” ‘Dead?’ I
asked. ‘I don’t know,” said my master; ‘I called to him,
but had no answer.” ‘ What has happened?’ I asked again.
‘ We’ve had a quarrel,” said my master. ‘I'm very sorry—
very. If Icould have suspected it!’ His lips quivered, his.
eyes were starting out of his head, and he swayed to and
fro till I thought he was falling; then he straightened him-
self and said: ‘ This will do no good. Frau Uelzen, stay
here and wake Balthazar ; I'll look after him myself” ‘But
your light will go out again, sir,” said I.  There’s Christian,’
replied my master ; ‘ I’ll take his lantern.’ '

“ Meantime we had reached the bottom of the stairs, and
were passing the windows that look out upon the courtyard.
In the courtyard we saw Christian—that’s our coachman.
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He had already pushed out the chaise, in which my master
was going to drive to the station next morning, and, as he
heard it begin to rain, had got up again and gone there to
spread a cover over it. He’s a great simpleton, but always
attends carefully to his horses and carriages, and his big
lantern was certainly a necessity in the darkness. And it
was raining hard when my master opened the door leading
into the courtyard, and I said, * Won't you put on a cap?’
but he made no answer, only said Balthazar must run for
the doctor immediately. Well, why should I make a long
story? for they didn’t find him, though they searched the
whele garden—first my master alone with Christian, and
then a few of our servants, whom the master roused, with
half a dozen lanterns; and then they searched the whole
house from the upper garret to the lowest cellar, though
there was no.human possibility that he could have got out
of the garden into the house. Then they sent through the
whole city, and there was an uproar as if it were all in
flames ; but Herr Fliederbusch wasn’t found, and our master
gave the necessary information, and that very night the old
chief of police took his deposition—TI believe that’s what it’s
called—and said he could go on his journey in peace, for no
one could object to giving a young man a box on the ear
if he was saucy to his employer; and if the young man,
instead of begging pardon, ran away, and out of pure malice,
so to speak, threw himself out of a window ‘twenty feet high
into the garden, it would serve him right if he broke his
neck; and that he didn’t do so was plain; and if he had a
life like a cat he could climb over a garden-wall; and if cats
were not attached to human beings they were to houses, and
he’d come back again when he had sown his wild oats; he’d
live to see that, and we too. Well, the old gentleman didn’t
live to see it, for they buried him a week ago, and he was the
late senator’s best friend and our master’s godfather; and
I believe he’d turn in his grave if he heard what the people
say now about the foolish old story.”

“ What do they say? What can they say?” cried Ann-
chen. She had suddenly started from her chair and
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stretched her clasped hands towards Frau Uelzen. An
almost malicious glance flashed from the little housekeeper’s
swollen eyes at the agitated young wife as she slowly wagged
her head from one shoulder to the other.

“ What can they say? Ah! what can’t wicked people say
when they’ve nothing better to talk about and the matter
concerns our master, who has so much property that he
could buy the whole city, and gives away his beautiful money
so lavishly that it’s a sin and a shame to see what creatures
often get it? For in this the master is just like the late
senator who, when he died, probably had half Woldom in
his debtors’ account-book—ship captains and sailors and
merchants and mechanics—and all canceled and with the
words written underneath: ‘Payment will be received
above.” ”

Frau Uelzen wiped her eyes, as she always did when she
related this anecdote of the departed.

“Yes, yes,” she continued, “he was a good gentleman—
too good for this world; and what didn’t they say about
him#—he had been in the slave-trade when he was a young
man in America, and still had several dozen ships that sailed
between Africa and America, and only carried cargoes of
slaves, but never came to Woldom, always anchored behind
Gallows Hill—that’s half a mile from here—and no one
formerly dared to go there, because a few years ago the
old gallows still stood, until the Herr Senator tore them
down and built a lighthouse. And then they said he only
did it because the late king threatened he would order him to
be hung on them if he didn’t stop the slave-trade and fill up
the subterranean passages from the gallows to our house.
Yes, one wouldn’t believe it, but people really say so; and
there are some who declare the passage never was filled up,
but is there now; and there is a door, of which nobody
knows except the master, leading into his room, which was
also occupied by the late senator, who on his death-bed
showed it to his son; and if the door could only be found
Hans Fliederbusch would be found too.”

“ Good Heavens!” cried Annchen.
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“It’s too shameful, isn’t it? But don’t worry about it.
Nobody can understand how Herr Fliederbusch got out of
the garden, for there are high, smooth walls all around it,
and only one door into the courtyard, where Christian was
with the carriage, whom he must have passed, and a few
cellar-windows, but they are grated. And it’s true about
the door in the master’s room, and that nobody who doesn’t
know where it is can easily find it; and there may formerly
have been a passage, for in a house that’s three hundred
years old, and has such thick walls, everything is possible;
but now there’s only a closet behind it, which, to be sure,
is big enough to put half a house in; and one-half is entirely
empty; but the other has shelves, where the late senator
kept his deeds and other papers, which the young master
arranged and packed when the old gentleman died—I was
there myself—ten chests full, that now stand in the cellar.
And the master kept nothing in it—I know that much—
except his fishing-rods and guns, until a few days before
he went away he said to me: ‘ Frau Uelzen, we have the
house full of workmen and it will be so for two or three
weeks, until everything is finished, and you can’t have your
eyes everywhere. We'll take the silver from the sideboard
and put it in the closet; for, though the men are honest,
something might be spoiled which could not be replaced.’
‘Yes, indeed,’ said I; ‘and I think we’ll put the spoons and
other things in, too. Safe is safe, and I shall be free from
anxiety, for anybody can open the drawers in the sideboard
with a crooked nail.” The master laughed, but a person like
me knows better, and so I packed everything in the closet—
in silk paper, as is proper when one has such valuable things
in charge—and only kept out half a dozen of our common
table and coffee spoons in case of accident; and it was very
lucky, for when you wanted the coffee just now, and I told
the master I would like to put one of our beautiful gold
spoons in the saucer, he told me it would do very well so,
and he had lost the key. ‘ Why didn’t you give it to me?’
I said; for he was going to give it to me, and I was to take
the things out and arrange them on the sideboard again when

38



Friedrich Spielhagen

everything was in order. And I wonder you haven’t noticed
how it looks now—Ilike a plucked goose; only the last night
the master had his mind so full and didn’t go to bed at all,
because we expected every minute they would find Herr
Fliederbusch somewhere, till it was seven o’clock, and the
master was obliged to go to the railway station if he wanted
to be with his young bride in Cologne the next morning.
But, dear me! there it is striking half-past nine. How time
passes when one is talking! I must go to the kitchen, that
you may have something fit for supper, for I can’t trust
Dérthe across the street, though she’s been head cook at
Mother Ihlefeldt’s three years, and the master and Herr
Doctor must have finished their talk, if you want to go down
now. Can I do anything else for you?”

“ Thank you,” said Annchen; “I can find my way alone.”

“1 suppose so,” said Frau Uelzen, collecting the coffee
service; “if a petted young lady can travel six weeks with-
out even her maid, and the master, well, our master really
needs no servant at all; and I've always said, when people
wondered: ‘ So young a couple are happiest when they’re
entirely alone, and those who have an abundance of every-
thing at home are most unpretending while traveling.””

Frau Uelzen was already at the door when she made this
remark, which she thought particularly complimentary, and
in return for which she expected from the young wife a
friendly word, or at least a courteous wave of the hand, or
even both. But Aunnchen, who, with her back half turned,
was now standing at the end of the room before the large
mirror between the two windows, said nothing, and did not
even move; but, to make amends, Frau Uelzen, with her
sharp eyes, saw very distinctly the young wife’s reflection in
the mirror, which was brightly illuminated by the candles
in the sconces, and it was gazing so mournfully into vacancy
with its dark eyes Frau Uelzen thought a few soothing
words could do no harm at least ; she hemmed, to show that
she was still in the room, and said:

“ But you mustn’t take this to heart. When one has a
clear conscience one can let people talk; and our master
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isn’t like Baron von Klabenow, at Wiistenei, when I was
housekeeper there. It’s almost forty years ago now, and
I was a very young thing, and had to go before the court
to say whether I knew anything about it, and what I knew.
But I really knew nothing at all, and because a young gentle-
man comes into the store-room and talks nonsense to a girl,
even when he has a beautiful young wife—dear me! Well,
old Palzow must have noticed it too, and they probably
quarreled about it in Wiistenei Wood; and one day the
baron didn’t come home, and did not appear for six weeks,
though every place was searched—the fields and the woods
and the ponds—and old Palzow was always at the head,
because nobody had any suspicion of him. And so about
this time, in October, Jochen Wenhak’s dog barked in the
woods—Jochen was the cow-herd, and had driven the cattle
under the trees—and had a bone in its mouth. And a cow-
herd knows all kinds of bones, and said at once to the
gendarme, who was just riding up the highway: ¢ That’s one
of our master’s bones;’ and it was true! He had lain in the
pine woods all the time, only a foot under the earth; and
they had walked ten times over the very spot without any
suspicion; and old Palzow hadn’t dared to bury him any
deeper, so the foxes had dug up the body and half devoured
it. They went at once to arrest the old man, for his powder-
horn had been found with other things; but when he saw
them coming he shrieked, ‘ I've been waiting for you a long
time,” and sent a bullet through his head, so that he fell dead
on the threshold.”

Frau Uelzen had related the story, which was one of her
favorite tales, loud enough, but was not quite sure whether
her mistress had heard, for she still stood before the mirror
without moving, and a fear suddenly took possession of the
housekeeper that she might, after all, have said too much
and talked of things about which she had better kept silence.
But she consoled herself with the thought that she had intro-
duced no subject of which she had been expressly forbidden
to speak, and had said nothing about the only thing her
master had prohibited.
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So she coughed lightly, this time in token that she now
really intended to go, rattled the china a little, as the cough
did not avail, and left the room in the embarrassing uncer-
tainty whether her mistress really did not notice her
departure or only pretended not to.

But Annchen, when she heard the door close, passed both
hands over her brow and eyes like a person roused from a
stupor, glanced timidly around to convince herself that she
was really alone, and then rushed to the door through which
Frau Uelzen had gone, pushed the bolt, and did the same
to the second door that led to the front room.

Then she hurried to the table, on which lay various hand-
bags piled one above another, opened an elegant little box,
and with trembling hands rummaged among all sorts of
dainty articles of feminine attire. There it was!

She took it out—an article wrapped in a white cambric
handkerchief. She unwound it—one of Lebrecht’s fine
pocket-handkerchiefs; an old-fashioned key, with a long,
smooth handle, circular bit, and round top, appeared.

The key was dotted with brown spots; she had already
noticed them, and also that the rust had stained the hand-
kerchief.

But as she unfolded the handkerchief and held it to
the light—merciful Heavens! was that really rust?

A shudder ran through her frame. She had involuntarily
dropped key and handkerchief.

But the next instant she picked them up again, and, look-
ing around her, seemed to be seeking some safe hiding-place,
when she perceived the little box.

Were those steps? No; but the key and handkerchief
were perhaps safest in her pocket, where she had let them
slip in her fright. '

From what?

The young wife tried to laugh. The laugh sounded so
strange, so unlike her own, that she suddenly burst into
tears.

“ That horrible person with her frightful stories! And
Lebrecht—that he has never said a word to me about it!”
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She again sat in the armchair before the fireplace, think-
ing, thinking as before—no, no! struggling with all the
power of her soul against the terrible thought that she had
now found the key to Lebrecht’s melancholy.

111

“ WHAT was that?” asked the doctor.

“I heard a noise,” said Lebrecht, closing the door again.
“1It was only Frau Uelzen.”

“‘Only Frau Uelzen’ is charming,” said the doctor,
emptying his glass and filling it again—* just like the man
with the bad conscience. She was probably coming from
your wife.”

“1 suppose so,” said Lebrecht.

“H’'m! and suppose she has just told your wife—wholly
en passant and without thinking anything of it; why should
she think much about it >—your pretty secret? ”

“I forgot to tell you that I expressly requested her not
to speak of it.”

“ On what pretext?”

“ It is—it is to be a surprise for Annchen.”

“ A surprise is good, very good; and suppose one of the
other servants surprises her with it—old Balthazar, for
instance?”’

“ That’s as improbable as possible.”

*“ But still possible.”

“Why do you torment me?”

“Only to show you that your secret, like the sword of
Damocles, in spite of all your precautions, hangs by a silken
thread.”

“As if I didn’t know that just as well and better than
you.”

“ By a silkeri thread, that any wretched chance can sever,
and the sword will fall and—you will be a lost man. Yes,
you are already, and I’ll prove it to you.”

The ironical smile with which the doctor had hitherto

42



Friedrich Spielhagen

listened to his friend’s long confession vanished from his
pale face. He began to rub the sharp knees of his long,
thin legs with the palms of his hands, at first slowly and then
faster and faster, as was his habit when a patient had
exhausted his forbearance. Besides, he no longer, as before,
looked over his spectacles with a humorous twinkle into his
friend’s face, but kept his eyes down, as if everything he
had to say were writen on the carpet and he must read it
in the greatest hurry, for fear the next moment might blot
it out.

“T'll prove as plainly as that two and two make four
that you’re nothing more nor less than a monomaniac, as
much as anyone who suffers from an insane idea of persecu-
tion or believes that he has a hundred-weight of hay in his
stomach or a bushel of caterpillars in his head. For
Heaven’s sake, imagine how a sensible man in your position
would have behaved! There is, apart from his name, about
which the schoolboy fought a thousand bloody battles in
consequence of teasing and ridicule, in his relations, in his
life, a circumstance of which he is ashamed, although in no
way to blame for it, and which he can change as little as
his name or the nose he brought into the world. In my
eyes, to be sure, this shame is contemptible aristocratic non-
sense, which already borders on insanity, but is no lunacy,
because in this direction I make the widest concessions to
taste. 'What is one man’s owl is another man’s nightingale,
and vice versa; and to the man of whom we speak the cir-
cumstance in the course of his life has become more and
more of an owl. He has alternately raged over it and
dreaded it, and even in his way had reason to do so, because
other people are just as weak as he, and have occasionally
reproached him with his owl; as, for instance, that charming
colonel with his: ¢ We would gladly make you an offer, my
dear fellow ; but in this aristocratic regiment, you know 4
‘ Devil take him!’ the man said then, and I hoped that on
every other occasion, when anyone even pretended to jeer at
his owl, he would say, ‘Devil take him!’

“ He always did so, too, so far as I know, until one fine
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day he was obliged to say, ‘ Devil take her!’ and that he
could not do; he hadn’t the heart.

“ From my standpoint I must lament this, but I can under-
stand it ; nay, more, I’'m no moralist, at least not one of those
strict ones who allow no exceptions. I allow exceptions;
I say love, like war, is a struggle for existence. In war, as
in love, all means are fair; and as he would be a poor general
who betrayed to the enemy his weak point before the time,
so he would be a fool who allowed his lady-love to look into
the owl’s eyes, when, like the colonel, she would say: ‘I
would gladly have you for a husband, my dear sir, but in
this aristocratic house, you know ;

“Bon! The wise general and prudent lover practise con-
cealment. That is their right—nay, more, it is their duty. *

“But mark this, mon cher, only for a time—only until
in battle the moment comes when the battalion the enemy
took for an army must break forth and shout, or rather
show, we are a hand ful of men, but each one is a hero—only
until those sweet days of satiated, insatiable love, when he
can venture to tell her all, all, even if it were that he was a
mystic swan knight or incarnate Satan, and she would
answer, ‘ That is all the same to me.’ 7

“I am a physician, my dear fellow, and if I wanted to be
indiscreet could cite cases where confessions of scarcely
less import have been made and forgiven—nay, what do I
say, answered with kisses steeped in tenfold sweetness.

“ But you—for I must now speak of you—what are you
doing? What have you done? You have allowed those
favorable, all-powerful, all-kind, all-loving moments to
vanish, never to return.

“ Never to return, mon cher. You are outside of that
paradise where there is no sin and no repentance, no atone-
ment and no punishment—the paradise from which you
have just come, and which the young wife inevitably leaves
with the first step she takes across the threshold of the
house whose mistress she must henceforth be. And she,
suddenly feeling on her delicate shoulders the burden of
responsibility which she undertook with such careless
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courage, asks herself, startled and doubting, * Will you be
able to bear this burden?’ And she answers the critical
question with a hopeful, confident sigh, ‘ Yes, if he stands
firmly and loyally beside me, he who is the embodiment of
loyalty and firmness and honesty and goodness.” And now
this good, firm, honest, loyal man comes to her and makes
a sneering grimace, ‘ You are snared, my sweet little bird;’
or, what in my eyes is ten times worse, he whispers in her
ear, amid caresses that cannot come from his anxious heart,
‘I have sinned against you and am not worthy.” Pshaw!
can the excellent husband marvel if she takes him at his
word? 1 tell you, mon cher, I know young ladies who
would do so; and, from all you have told me earlier or later
about your wife, I should say that she will do so. One
isn’t descended on the mother’s side from the Kliingel-Piitz
for nothing.

“For here, my dear fellow, the circle from which there
was an escape at first closes. From fear of the aristocratic
nonsense of the family you have kept your secret until you
can no longer disclose it without not only offending the
aristocratic whims for which I should care nothing, but
morality itself—morality, mon cher, whose sacredness I,
too, respect.

“ Think of the poet’s words: ¢ He who murders confidence
destroys the coming generation in its mother’s womb.” The
wound you have dealt your young wife’s trusting heart will
never wholly heal. From this hour to all eternity, she will,
she can, never believe your words until she has obtained
confirmation of them elsewhere. Do you know what that
means to a young wife—from elsewhere? It simply means
from other men, who are probably no better and no worse
than you, but whom she, out of pure opposition to you,
unceremoniously believes better. I'll show you by an ex-
ample close at hand how far this want of confidence can go.

“You say Frau Uelzen won’t disclose the secret to her
because you have forbidden it. Let us suppose she resists
the temptation that lies in the very command and doesn’t
chatter. Who in the world will answer for it that she
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doesn’t make use of the precious time to tell your wife the
story of Hans Fliederbusch—I repeat, in spite of your
muttering, who will answer for it?—and tell the story with
the ghastly comments, as it has been in people’s mouths
almost ever since you went away? I haven’t told you the
most horrible yet, because I wanted to spare you; but quod
ferrum non sanat, igrnis! So the old, half-forgotten legend
of the secret passage that opens into this room and at the
other end into a cave on the seashore near Gallows Hill has
been dug up again, and people now know exactly where the
young man is. It’s very ridiculous, isn’t it? And yet it’s
not ridiculous at all. You can’t let everybody come here
and say: ‘Look, gentlemen, at this great closet; it would
probably hold all you fools together.” And even if you care
nothing about the fools’ gossip, suppose the talk gets to your
wife’s ears, and the youngster doesn’t return—which may
God forbid!—and the secret of his disappearance should
never be explained, do you think all this would contribute
to make your young wife’s stay in this confounded castle
very comfortable? Do you suppose she could ever enter
this room without thinking of the story? Or, T'll tell you
what, my dear fellow, if I were in your place, before she
heard anything of the gossip and the existence of the closet
I’d secretly have it walled up, so that when the cackle is
really carried to her you can say quietly: ‘ Now think what
nonsense, my dear! There isn’t even a closet here, let alone
a secret closet, let alone a secret passage, let alone AN
you crazy?”

The doctor, whose thin body had accompanied the long
speech, finally poured forth in almost frantic haste, with
more and more energetic, pendulum-like motions, while the
hands that rubbed his knees looked like trembling reflections
of light, sat as if petrified, his eyes fixed on Lebrecht with
a half-startled, half-questioning gaze, as a physician looks
in whose presence some one suddenly displays extremely
suspicious symptoms of insanity; for Lebrecht, who, as the
doctor at least supposed, sat opposite to him listening quietly,
had started up, raised the heavy armchair, which the doctor
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could only move with difficulty from one place to another,
high in the air as if it were a child’s, and then dashed it
down again, so that, in spite of the thick carpet, there was
a loud bang that made the glasses and bottles on the large
oak table rattle and the lamp with three burners hanging
over it swing perceptibly. Then he rushed up and down the
room, thrusting both hands in his fair, curly hair and shak-
ing his clenched fists, as if in the face of an invisible rival,
and now paused close before the doctor and muttered
through his teeth:

“Damn it! Damn it!”

“ Damn what or who, my dear Lebrecht? ” said the doctor,
in a tone whose calmness formed the strangest contrast to
the torrent of speech he had just poured forth.

“We put it there—there in the closet!”

“ What, my dear Lebrecht?”

“ How can you ask? The—the—"

“The corpus delicti?”

“Yes, yes; we were obliged to put it somewhere. It was
the nearest, the safest hiding-place for the moment.”

“Of course! I had entirely forgotten to ask where you
had left it.”

“ He was to take it out again and restore it to its place,
in case I could write to him that I had spoken to Annchen,
or else put it secretly somewhere in safety in one of the
garrets; for it ought not to be destroyed at any cost.”

“Of course—the ancient sign of the house! We still
possess so much reverence.”

“T had left the key with him for the purpose.”

“ And he has taken it?”

“No; it was about the key that matters went so far. He
threatened to betray me ; I wanted it back again; he wouldn’t
return it. I snatched the accursed key; I—I struck him
with it.”

“Dead?”

“ Are you mad?”

‘ No matter ; you needn’t stamp your foot. So he wasn’t
dead? And then?”
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“ Then came everything as I have told you. I——"

“ Well?”

“T’ve lost the key!”

“ Where and how?”

“T don’t know ; I thought I threw it, wrapped up, into one
of my trunks. On the journey I repeatedly searched for it
in vain; it’s gone.” :

“Take it for a good omen,” cried the doctor, starting up
—"“take it as a sign that you must never open the closet
again, or, as I just said, have an extra wall built over it
immediately, and as, according to the words and meaning
of your father’s will, you must have one, let it be a new one.
Le roi est mort, and, as behooves so great a tyrant, solemnly
interred in the vaults of his own palace. Requiescaf in
pace, and vive le roi!”

“It won’t do! it won’t do! The closet must be opened
again; I had put in all my silver that very morning.”

“Does anybody know ?”

“Frau Uelzen.”

“H’'m! Does she know the key is gone?”

“I was obliged to tell her—just now ; she wanted to get
something. I knew it would be so, and therefore wished
to avoid the reception of my young clerks, whom I should
have been compelled to entertain, and then——"

“ And you are afraid to have the closet opened in other
people’s presence, and especially by other people. The
corpus delicti—-"

“ Stands tall and broad in front.”

“Then you must do it alone!”

“That will be very difficult without the confounded key,
as there is no other.”

“Then burst the door. Or are you afraid the noise will
wake your wife? Pshaw! healthy young women generally
sleep sound.”

“ Cease your jests.”

“By Heavens! I'm not jesting. What are you doing,
what have you done all this time, except trust to your wife’s
sound sleep that she hears nothing, sees nothing, gives no
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thought to the altered, insufferable manner of which you
accuse yourself—that no incautious word of your servants
will afford an explanation of your melancholy that would
make her tender skin creep so that no kisses and no caresses
could ever wholly soothe her again? Why do you stand
there, man, as if thunderstruck? You, the King of Woldom,
every inch a boy, that is afraid of the ghosts he himself
conjured up! Can nothing, neither my jests, my earnest-
ness, my sound reasons, the malicious chance that seems to
have conspired against you—and there is a chance, believe
me, in spite of Wallenstein—respect for yourself, love for
your wife—can nothing, nothing at all, induce you to do the
sole and only thing that remains for you to do; to go at
once, before your wife can cross this threshold, and tell her
all—weeping or swearing, humbly or angrily, it’s all the
same to me, and a matter of no consequence—but all, do
you hear? all, all—down to the dot over the ‘i’!”

“For God’s sake, hush!”

The doctor, who in the fire of his zeal had spoken the
last imploring words as loud as his hasty manner and
hoarse voice permitted, had pointed with outstretched arm
towards the door that led into the entry, and through which
he expected Annchen’s entrance. But the eyes of Lebrecht,
who stood opposite to him, were fixed upon a second one,
through which the first room of the suite was reached, and
to his extreme discomfort he had suddenly seen that this
door, which he had just carefully closed himself, was only
ajar. Perhaps it had sprung open when he banged the heavy
chair so violently on the floor; no matter, it must be shut
again, and he was just in the act of rushing past the doctor,
whom he scarcely heard, when a chair before it was moved.
His startled exclamation and staring eyes now made the
doctor turn too. The door, already ajar, was wide open,
and against the light background of the apartments, illu-
mined with candles, stood Annchen’s tall, slender figure. She
hesitated a moment, and then, with a light, floating move-
ment, a smile on her beautiful, though somewhat pallid face
advanced towards the gentlemen.
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v

THE suddenness of Annchen’s appearance had for a few
moments completely robbed of their composure the two men
surprised in so strange a conversation.

Lebrecht, presenting the doctor, could scarcely mutter
something about his ““ oldest and best friend,” and the doctor
gurgle: “ How do you do, fair lady? Welcome to Wol-
dom!” in his most unintelligible throat-notes. He then
made a terribly solemn bow, and, after straightening his tall,
thin figure, gazed down from his height through his glitter-
ing spectacles at Annchen, while the latter, in a few cordial
words, answered his greeting and sat down in one of the
armchairs which Lebrecht, in embarrassed haste, pushed up
to the fireside, inviting his friend to be seated. But the
doctor muttered something unintelligible through his teeth
and began to pace up and down with long strides, as was
his habit when in his practice an unforeseen moment met
him, concerning which he wished to decide without troubling
himself about the patient or others present.

He had not foreseen, could not have foreseen this. From
Lebrecht’s scanty description, he had imagined Annchen to
be a little, pretty, vivacious person, with a quantity of flutter-
ing ribbons, always ready for jests, laughter, and all sorts
of pranks and mischief; a little, or even very, coquettish,
and, all in all, terribly pampered and spoiled but yet, in
spite, or precisely on account of these qualities, the right
wife for his somewhat too grave friend, who was now and
then pensive to melancholy, formal to pedantry. And he
had constantly seen this airy little figure before his mind’s
eye during the whole singular conversation he had just had
with his friend, and which had made him so beside himsel{.
The darling of his soul, his idol—nay, his ideal, much as he
found to criticise and reprove—the handsome, proud man,
the King of Woldom, in a situation of such horrible
absurdity that if, instead, he had really killed and cooked
and eaten Hans Fliederbusch it would have seemed to him,
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Dr. Adalbert Bertram, the more pardonable case, and all for
the sake of the airy little figure, the little person who doubt-
less scarcely reached to the blond giant’s heart, whom the
giant could take up on his arms like a doll, and, with
“ Eiapopaia, what is rustling in the straw ? ’’ laughingly sing
the ridiculous secret into the little doll's ears! Was the
doll getting angry? Hush, little doll, hush! or you won’t
have your piece of sugar to-night. And the doll is quiet,
and—there is no longer a rustling in the straw.

Then he turns, and before him stands a young lady, in
each and every particular a complete contrast to the picture
of his over-hasty imagination—an elastic figure, that only
requires to raise the beautiful head a very little to touch the
giant Lebrecht’s lips. And what a head !—small and dainty
as the Diana of Versailles, with superb contours, the blue-
black, slightly-waving hair sweeping above the broad, yet
delicate forehead, and gathered with careless grace into a
knot at the back of the head; large, flashing eyes under
beautifully-arched, delicate eyebrows; a small mouth, with
soft, yet firm lips, that one is uncertain whether one can best-
kiss or command; everything about the beautiful, slender
figure looking as if it had been cast in a mould, and every
pose, every slightest gesture of the hand, like that of a
gracious queen, even the tone of the voice, soft and low, like
the drapery that floats about a divinity. The doctor was
like a person who has received a divine revelation.

A divine, terrible revelation!

He had suddenly understood all that a few minutes before
had been an intricate rebus, which possibly has a very pro-
found, but, according to all probability, extremely tasteless
interpretation. The strange problem was solved, to the
shame, and at the same time the deepest alarm, of the coun-
selor. Lebrecht’s original thought, which had seemed to
him cowardice and absurdity, suddenly appeared like great
boldness ; Lebrecht’s delay in making the disclosure at least
perfectly intelligible; his present situation not in the least
laughable, but in the highest degree critical, nay, almost
desperate; a frankness such as he had just imagined and

51



German Mystery Stories

advised as a matter of course only possible to the boldest
courage, and extremely doubtful of success; preparation
very wise, perhaps necessary, the more so as here there
could be no question of submissive, easily-intimidated, all-
forgiving love. One so beautiful had unquestionably found
it easy to be loved ; why take the trouble to love in return?
Did a young, loving wife look so? Did a young, loving
wife talk so—so politely and formally, sensibly and calmly
—on her first evening in the house of her beloved husband,
at the first interview with her husband’s best friend. For
he had long since given up the idea that, as he had feared at
her entrance, she had heard something of their conversation,
even if only enough to make her perplexed and confused.
There was no trace of embarrassment—the air of a princess
who is not wholly satisfied with her reception, the arrange-
ments made, but is far too aristocratic to allow it to be
noticed. Perhaps it did not suit her ladyship that he was
still here, after she had delayed her coming long enough and
given him time to go. Out of .this room? Do you know,
madam, that I, Dr. Adalbert Bertram, have a right to this
room which you must yet gain? Do you know that your
husband, who now bears you company so silently and sul-
lenly beside the fire, and I, Dr. Adalbert Bertram, have sat
together yonder beside that dear old massive table of solid
oak for years, evening after evening, until late at night,
drinking, chatting, smoking, exchanging thoughts and feel-
ings, even if we were silent, even if we did not vie with
each other in mad jests, or restore the confused world to
order in long speeches overflowing with wisdom? And now
do you come and make the boldest man a coward, separate
the most faithful friends, like a beautiful ghost, till I, Dr.
Adalbert Bertram, who do not fear the devil himself,
scarcely dare step on this, my well-worn soil, this confounded
thick carpet, that is merely put down on your account, and
no longer venture to pour out a glass of wine, though, from
so much talking and the nervous excitement I feel through
my whole body, my tongue cleaves to the roof of my mouth?
‘Well, by Heaven! you shall not catch me in your net, fair
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fiend, nor yonder poor fellow either, or you shall release
him again, so sure as my name is Dr. Adalbert Bertram!

And the doctor approached the table, filled his glass to
the brim, emptied it at a single draught, and continued his
walk, cursing his nerves—his nerves that were utterly re-
bellious to-day; secretly quarreling with Lebrecht, whose
cowardice was undoubtedly contagious; cursing the young
wife’s beauty, in which he no longer saw the cause of the
situation, but the real motive and root of the evil.

The tall, thin man, who, revolving so many dangerous and
critical matters in his mind, scarcely found time to occasion-
ally mingle in the scanty conversation with an abrupt, almost
unintelligible word, spoken, moreover, in a strangely scornful
tone, would probably have made a perplexing—nay, un-
pleasant impression upon anyone who saw him for the first
time. To poor Annchen, saddened and agitated by the most
sorrowful forebodings, the most terrible fears, he seemed
horrible, although she summoned up all her strength to con-
ceal her real feelings. This was much worse than she had
feared, and she had dreaded the doctor, and often, half in
jest and half in earnest, called him her beloved Lebrecht’s
Mephistopheles and evil genius. Was he, who, according
to Lebrecht’s declaration, could detect the most secret
thoughts in people’s minds, now reading her soul, while,
wherever he walked and stood, he kept the spectacles that
glittered like coals in the firelight fixed steadily upon her?
Was he enjoying her terror, which assumed more and more
tangible form, ever increasing when her timid glance wan-
dered to Lebrecht, from whose handsome face the quiet
serenity that formerly so bewitched her had vanished forever
—nay, who, as he sat there gazing so silently into the coals,
seemed to have aged ten years, scarcely to be her beloved,
adored Lebrecht?

But, to be sure, Lebrecht doubted himself—nay, was
almost in despair. Bertram really need not have used so
many words or been so pathetic to show him that he had
committed an act of folly and cowardice ; that, if he were no
brainless, heartless creature, he must at least speak now;
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that every moment he suffered to elapse aggravated his
horrible situation. Yes, yes, yes! he was determined to
speak; he repeated again and again the words he wanted
to say, and then hoped these words would suddenly utter
themselves, and shrank from the terror he would feel if they
did. In Bertram’s presence? It was impossible! He
would do it the moment Bertram was out of the door. Why
didn’t he go? Why was he rushing about with his long
legs between husband and wife, who had the most important
things to tell each other, and with his diabolical gestures
and looks secretly challenging him to do his duty? He
would do his duty, but not under Bertram’s spectacles. And
then he thought how he had anticipated the moment in
which he should make his friend and his wife, the two
dearest beings he had on earth, acquainted with each other,
and this dull, embarrassed, torturing interview was that
ardently-desired moment !

“ Have you no more patients to visit this evening, Adal-
bert? ” he asked.

The doctor stopped, looked over his spectacles at his
friend with a scornful smile, as if he wanted to say, “ You
haven’t the courage yet, mon cher,” and silently continued
his walk.

“T had hoped the doctor would take supper with us to-
night,” said Annchen.

Bertram bowed, at the same time slightly shrugging his
narrow shoulders, so that it might have meant equally well,
“1 thank you,” or, “I am very sorry, madam!”

“To be sure, there will still be a slight delay,” Annchen
continued, hesitatingly. “ Frau Uelzen says she can’t have
it ready before ten o’clock, at which hour she expected us;
it now——" :

“Lacks five minutes of being a quarter past eight,” said
the doctor, first glancing hastily at the clock, and then
gazing fixedly at Lebrecht; “ but it occurs to me that if you
really want me to stay here, madam, I must excuse myself
for a short time—the shortest possible time, Lebrecht.”

“ So you must go to your patients?” said Annchen.
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“ Heaven forbid!” replied the doctor ; * perfectly healthy
young fellows, clerks from the counting-house. They were
to meet at a quarter past eight at Mother Ihefeldt’s—our
great restaurant, madam—to rehearse once more an octette
they have been practicing—the words by myself—mellow
with a glass or two—throats somewhat hoarse by respect and
expectation. They wan’t leave the place until I go for them,
and, as a compassionate man, which I am, I wouldn’t like to
leave them sitting there all night. So excuse me for five
or ten minutes, and—a rivederci!”

The doctor approached the side-table, on which, at his
entrance, he had laid his hat and cane. Lebrecht, who had
just ardently wished him away, felt a chill run through his
veins. If Bertram went, the moment was there; the secret
that oppressed his breast and closed his throat must be
spoken. Could not the chalice still remain undrained for a
time—only a little respite, the few miserable hours that
would be left to him if Bertram stayed?

“ Why should you trouble yourself?” said he. “ Nebe-
low would attend to it just as well.”

“ He could probably attend to i, but not so well,” said the
doctor, stretching out his hand towards his hat.

“ Poor young fellows!” said Annchen, “they have un-
doubtedly been anticipating it. It’s too bad that we have
deprived them of the pleasure, and ourselves.”

“If it will afford you pleasure, madam,” said the doctor
hastily, “they will come at any moment.”

Lebrecht trembled. Bertram evidently did not trust him,
and this was nothing but a trick to bring about the situation
which would undoubtedly cause the discovery, and which
he had therefore avoided with so much care—to thus indi-
rectly force him to an explanation, that must of course be
made before the young men came. He would not allow
himself to be forced, and would not be a plaything in Bert-
ram’s hands.

“ Pardon me, my friend,” he said, “if I enter a protest
and send Nebelow to positively decline the attention. It is
very painful to me to have spoiled the young fellows’ sport,
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but I don’t see how the matter could be improved in this
way. Such a thing only has meaning, it is only pleasant,
when done at the right moment.”

Lebrecht had risen and touched the knob of the bell, push-
ing aside, with a pressure of his strong arm, Bertram, who
was already standing at the door.

“ So you will not?” said the doctor in a low tone, and
then, turning to Annchen, added aloud: “ At the right
moment! That is certainly the principal thing; woe to those
who lose the right moment.”

“But it is now lost again!” cried Lebrecht, throwing
himsel{ lazily into his chair.

“ Every moment can be made the right one—nay, will only
become so by being seized,” said the doctor with a scornful
smile. “To be sure, the right moment requires the right
man.”

“ Perhaps I’m not the right man.”

“ At least not at this moment.”

“ In none in your eyes! Pray, speak out; I’'m accustomed
of old to such friendly criticisms from your mouth.”

“ Then they ought at least no longer to surprise you, as
they appear to do,” said the doctor. “1I have the honor,
madam——-" :

“ Stay!” cried Annchen.

She had started up and taken a few hasty steps towards
the doctor. “You must not inflict this sorrow on me. It
is the first time I see you with my Lebrecht, and would you
part from him in anger? Must I suppose that I am the
cause of a quarrel between two such old friends? I—-"

A feverish flush suffused her cheeks. She passed her
hand over her brow and eyes, and in a quieter tone, with a
smile upon her lips, with which her fixed, anxious eyes did
not exactly harmonize, continued:

“No, no, dear Herr Doctor! you must stay. Lebrecht
is right, too; there will not be a pure tone to-night. And
then ”—she had turned towards the table and was smooth-
ing the cover, which the doctor had pushed aside in his
moving to and fro,—* and then I should really be embar-
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rassed by so many visitors, whom I ought not to send away
without entertaining. Frau Uelzen would probably do her
duty, and there is no lack of wine, but an entire, almost
entire, deficiency of silver. So—so at least Frau Uelzen
said, and that my usually careful Lebrecht—-" !

She was still standing at the table, turning her back to the
two men. During her last words the doctor had placed him-
self opposite to Lebrecht and was glaring down at him
through his spectacles, while the latter answered the mute
invitation with a defiant smile and, interrupting Annchen
with a calmness that enraged Bertram, said:

“ Has lost the key of the closet. That is perfectly correct;
and also that it would be very troublesome to open the door ;
Annchen knows that, and—enough of the matter! Isn’t
that so, Annchen?”

“ Certainly, certainly!” said Annchen; *just as you
please.”

“ Certainly, just as he pleases!” cried the doctor. “Poly-
garchy is objectionable. One must be master! An excel-
lent motto! a jovial motto! Ah! that old rogue of a Homer!
—that ironical rogue.”

The doctor seemed to have entirely forgotten that he had
just intended to go, as well as Lebrecht that he had rung for
the servant. They again sat around the fireside as before,
only no one spoke a word, and no one seemed to notice the
long pause which yet oppressed all like a burden.

A terrible burden to poor Annchen. It seemed as if an
eternity had elapsed since, summoning up all her courage, she
had entered through yonder door; and yet scarcely half an
hour had passed. How should she bear it? Aneager longing
welled up hotly in her heart. ‘ Lebrecht! dear Lebrecht!
tell me! Now, now! humbly or angrily—it’s just the same
—but all, all, all!” And again the cry already on her lips
crept back to her dully-throbbing heart. It had happened
here, here! within these thick walls, that seemed as if they
must stifle the angriest shout, the loudest shriek, and yet
had not stifled them to the listener at the door. Through
that second door he had fled, the angry man behind him—
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through the salon—through all the rooms, the magnificent
rooms, gleaming with gold and silk, through which she had
first walked in the half-dusk and just now in the dazzling
light of the lamps and candles—the sleeping-room—to the
window !

A long-drawn, wailing sound, as if from some huge trum-
pet out of tune, suddenly roused her from her terrible
fancies.

“ Merciful Heavens! what’s that?”

“ An old acquaintance of ours,” said the doctor—* Capell-
meister Northeast. He always toots first in the narrow
Rathmus alley, to try whether he’s in the right tune; then
the whole orchestra joins in. There it goes already! Isn't
it magnificent music, madam? and costs nothing.”

“ Except at the utmost a few window-panes or ships,” said
Lebrecht, making a violent effort to join in the conversation.

“ Apropos of old acquaintances,” continued the doctor,
heeding Lebrecht as little as if he were sitting alone with
Annchen by the fireside, “ do you know, madam, that you’ll
meet an old acquaintance here? At least I may be per-
mitted to infer so from the man’s hints and the very unusuat
interest he seems to take in you and your husband.”

“ An acquaintance, and an old one, and here in Woldom!
How is that possible? ”

The doctor was not perfectly sure that the young wife
knew what she was saying; her large dark eyes looked fixed,
as if her thoughts were elsewhere; but he was not talking
for her, but Lebrecht, although he seemed not to notice him.

“ How is it possible? You must thank the great sower
called the Government, who scatters the priceless seeds of
his treasured intelligence over all countries, even our dreary
sand-downs, on which, to be sure, usually such costly plants
do not thrive.”

“You make me curious,” said Annchen, with the same
fixed, vacant stare.

“ Certainly not so curious as the man—I don’t know
whether by nature or profession—is. Lawrence Sterne—
one of my saints, madam—would have numbered him among
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the most inquisitive travelers, in possession of a ticket that
gives him a legal right to all family mysteries and secrets
within a circuit of ten miles for the space of six weeks. The
commission he holds here as chief of police ad interim lasts
no longer; then he goes to the Ministry in Berlin, where
there is a larger field for such talents. Meantime, as I said,
he hasn’t been idle. He knows everything. I'll venture
to say he knows we'’re sitting here together and of whom
we are talking.”

“If we only knew of whom you were talking!” said
Lebrecht.

“ He’s very enthusiastic about you both,” said the doctor,
still addressing Annchen; “ he calls it the greatest sorrow of
his life that he was obliged to leave Cologne a week before
your wedding, and thus was prevented from glorifying the
entertainment by his presence and poetry, in which latter
field, to judge from his own statements, he is superior to
Goethe and Schiller.”

“So it’s one of your many adorers, Annchen,” said
Lebrecht.

The doctor was vexed at the sneering tone in which
Lebrecht had made the remark, that seemed to have deeply
wounded Annchen. She had suddenly started up in her
chair, then sank back in it again as quickly as the burning
blush had appeared and vanished in her cheeks.

“ Undoubtedly,” said he; “it is the privilege of the sun
to be worshiped by many—by the just and unjust, giants
and pygmies.”

“Of course, the little humpbacked assessor,” said
Lebrecht—“ Frank, or whatever the repulsive fellow is
called.”

“ Von Frank—Oscar von Frank,” said the doctor. ‘ The
description agrees, except the repulsiveness, which is a
matter of taste. Do you, too, think him so repulsive,
madam?”’

“ He has been intimate in my parents’ house for years,”
said Annchen.

“ He boasts of it,” said the doctor, “ and his regret that
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he can only continue the pleasant custom in your home so
short a time is, therefore, all the deeper.”

“T think he won’t continue it at all,” said Lebrecht. “I
hate the man.”

“ Could that, perhaps, be mutual ? ”

The doctor suddenly dropped the satirical tone in which
he had hitherto spoken and turned to Lebrecht.

“In all seriousness, mon cher, I believe it is the case, and
that the very unusual activity which the gentleman in ques-
tion has developed in a certain affair from the first moment
of his presence here—we were just talking of the matter
when you came in, madam; Lebrecht will probably tell you
about it—by no means has its source in friendly sympathy
and kind desire to aid, as he pretends, but, on the contrary,
flows from the very impure spring of a deep, but not suffi-
ciently concealed, hatred. At least, the man’s behavior made
this impression upon me. I wanted to tell you so, and warn
you to use caution towards the smooth hypocrite, but, to
my satisfaction, I perceive that the warning would be un-
necessary. What is the matter, madam? ”

The eager doctor had noticed as little as Lebrecht, whose
blood buzzed in his ears at this abrupt mention of the odious
story, that Annchen sat, deadly pale and almost fainting,
pressing her hand upon her heart, and the two men were
equally startled by her convulsive sobbing.

They sprang from their seats, but Annchen had also
already risen, smiling, and by a wave of the hand beseeching
her astonished companions not to be alarmed.

“ Pardon me,” she said; “it’s nothing, really nothing—at
most the fatigue of the journey. No, you mustn’t go,
doctor ; on the contrary, you see I am making as much haste
as possible to belong to the list of your patients. Only such
attacks, thank Heaven! don’t last long with me—only a
moment, I assure you. - Certainly, dear Lebrecht, it’s already
over—entirely over. I believe I only want something to
eat. We are fasting, my dear doctor, and you're certainly
hungry, too. TI'll look after the supper; you needn’t be
afraid, Lebrecht, that I shall interfere with your Frau
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Uelzen; she shall reign undisturbed, at least this evening.
Are you laughing, doctor? I'm really not quarrelsome, like
some people.”

She held out one hand to the doctor, who, bending his fall
figure very low, pressed it to his lips.

“You are a glorious woman,” said he. “I must make
this confession, even if the jealous Lebrecht should forbid
me the house for it, like the unfortunate chief of police.”

“You would talk the blue out of the sky to-day,” said
Lebrecht, forcing a smile, and then added angrily to the
servant, who had just entered:

“ Where have you been? I rang for you half an hour
ago. You must—what have you there?”

“ Just delivered,” said the old man in his hollow voice,
holding out a telegram to his master with a trembling hand.

“ Well, then, give it to me!”” cried Lebrecht impatiently.

He had approached the table and scrawled his name below
the receipt. “ Here! and come back again at once, do you
hear?”

“The old man is drunk again to-day,” said Lebrecht,
opening the dispatch. ‘I shall be obliged to send him away,
sorry—"

“ What has happened?” cried Annchen.

She had noticed how Lebrecht, after scarcely a glance at
the sheet, changed color. He did not answer immediately.

“For Heaven’s sake!” cried Annchen, “tell me.
Mamma is sick, or papa S

“What! Sick! They are coming—this evening.”

Annchen uttered a cry of joy, hastily seizing the paper
Lebrecht had dropped on the table and reading the contents
aloud, as if her ears must come to the aid of her tear-dimmed
eyes.

“‘Mamma half dead with longing to see you; hoped to
meet you to-day in Berlin. Coming by express train.
Please send carriage to station for mamma. Have king’s
bow! ready for me; will brew the drink myself. Bring
Lisette with us.” (That’s my maid, doctor.)

“‘Your Old Papa.’”
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“Oh! how happy I am. Oh! how happy I am.”

She kissed the sheet again and again amid streaming
tears.

“1 believe you, madam—1I believe you,” said the doctor,
with a reminiscence of the favorite character of his favorite
author; and then, in true Brisig style, added in a low tone
to Lebrecht, who with frowning brow was standing beside
the great table as if rooted to the earth: “ Keep your nose in
sight. Will you speak now?”

Annchen had not understood the words, but, low and
quickly as the doctor had spoken, caught the whisper. The
black veil was again about to fall over her joy; she threw
it resolutely back.

“Now, quick! quick!” she cried. “You must excuse
Lebrecht. And me—DI’ll go with him. No, that won’t do;
it will be better after all if—if—— What was I going to
say?”

The doctor, with a sympathizing face, watched the young
wife, who now seemed to him doubly beautiful, and in her
joyful excitement evidently scarcely knew what she was
saying. -

“ Perhaps you were going to say whether it would
not be better if I brought your parents from the
station? ”’

Annchen and Lebrecht looked at him at the same time,
Annchen surprised, Lebrecht startled.

“They can’t escape me,” continued the doctor quietly;
“ the night train is never crowded, and even a less practiced
eye would instantly discover such distinguished persons.
Lebrecht and you could then quietly make your preparations
together.”

“ How kind you are!” said Annchen again, holding out
her hand to the doctor.

““On no account!’” cried Lebrecht.

“Why on no account?” asked the doctor, over his
shoulder.

“What would our parents think? Impossible! And
what preparations should I have to make?”
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“ Are your parents-in-law to eat with tin spoons?” said
the doctor, releasing Annchen’s hand and stepping between
her and Lebrecht, so that the former saw nothing of the
half-scornful, half-threatening grimace he made the latter,
and which Lebrecht answered with a more defiant than
embarrassed look and the sullen words:

“It will do so—"

“ Said the pitcher till it broke!” cried the doctor vehe-
mently. “ What do you say, madam?”

“Tt will do,” said the latter very gently. “In case of
necessity we might in the neighborhood——" ’

“Very seemly for the king of Woldom!” growled the
doctor.

“I say, only in case of necessity; but, dear Lebrecht,
papa and you—you have so often spoken of the old silver
bowl, and that your first drink should be out of it, and papa
expressly requested—if it were possible—"

‘“Here no resistance avails,” sang the doctor in horribly
false notes. .

Lebrecht felt like a hunted stag that no longer sees any
way of escape, and therefore resolves to fight. He would
run the risk and see whether Bertram would venture.

“ There is no question of resistance,” he said, “but a
simple impossibility. The bowl is, of course, in the closet,
too.”

“ Which is in that wall,” replied the doctor. “ Send for
Peter Hinrich; he’ll open any lock for you in five minutes.”

“ Except this; I know it.”

“In plain German, you won'’t give your father-in-law this
little pleasure.”

“If I could.”

“Man can do what he wishes.”

“ Well, then, I won’t!”

“You ought to have said so at once.”

“ What kind of a key was it?” said Annchen.

“Dear me! I've already told you,” exclaimed Lebrecht.
“ A large, old-fashioned, very oddly-shaped key of the fif-
teenth or even fourteenth century, such as no longer exists
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or can be procured. I even remember that years ago old
Hinrich once worried for hours at that lock.”

“ Then go,” said Annchen, “ or my poor parents will find
no one at all at the station.”

“ There’s plenty of time yet,” observed the doctor—*a
little after nine—a full hour. We can drive there in ten
minutes.” '

“ And the horses must be harnessed,” said Lebrecht;
“ besides, we want a second carriage for the baggage. I'll
bring ours at the same time, Annchen. Is there anything
else?”

“ No, thank you,” said Annchen.

The tone cut Lebrecht to the heart. She surely did not
suspect why he refused so simple a request, and that he
would have given one of his hands if he had not been com-
pelled to- deny her wish and everything were already told.
But surely it was not yet too late. Bertram was going; he
himself could then, under some pretext, remain or return
before he drove away. Perhaps it could best be said in a
pinch.

“ Will you go with me, Bertram? Nebelow doesn’t come
back ; perhaps the message is incorrectly delivered. There
will be a misunderstanding.”

“ Certainly,” said the doctor ; *“ anything except misunder-
standings. I have the honor, madam——"

The two men moved toward the door.

“ Doctor !

Bertram turned. “ At your service.”

“1 wanted to ask you something—about mamma, dear
Lebrecht; ladies’ affairs; nothing that will interest you,
Lebrecht ; mamma’s old trouble. I know she’ll begin about
it this very evening and never forgive me for not having
at least prepared our friend for such an important matter.
Could you stay a few minutes, doctor?”

Lebrecht ground his teeth. So it was not to be.

“1 won’t interrupt you then,” said he. “Au revoir.”

He was out of the door, which he closed behind him.

The doctor had his hat and cane in his hand. He was
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furious with Lebrecht and furious with Annchen, who, in
the usual feminine fashion, without the slightest suspicion
of what she was doing, thought she might chatter away in
nonsense moments on which life and death depended. He
was just going out of the door with a “ Sorry, madam; an-
other time,” when the young wife, who had stood as if listen~
ing, rushed up to him, and, putting her hand on his arm,
exclaimed in anxious tones, “ Don’t go! Don’t go! I must
speak to you!”

“ Ah!” said the doctor, “ you must speak to me. That’s
quite a different matter. Pray sit down again, madam.
What is it?”

v

HowevER, the doctor did not seem at all curious to learn
the matter in question. It was not about the mamma; so
much was plain. So Frau Uelzen had told the secret.
Lebrecht had not feared in vain, had not exaggerated; she
was indignant at the affront offered to her distinguished
ancestors on the mother’s side under her eyes, as it were,
of a von Kliingel-Piitz, whom a strange chance was now
bringing to be present at her daughter’s disgrace. Even the
sudden appearance of an old acquaintance—a friend who
had been intimate in the family for years—seemed to have
greatly startled her. Of course, it was one witness the more
of the cruel injury. And now she was going to open her
heart, so filled with shame and sorrow, to the friend, since
she dared not to the husband—perhaps did not even think it
worth while to show her scorn to the man she despised.
During the whole preceding scene she had been a pattern of
matrimonial coolness and reserve. But she need only quar-
rel with Dr. Adalbert Bertram. He understood how to
drive out devils; among others, even the devil of arrogance.
She need only come to him.

While the doctor, with each long stride that he took up
and down the room, plunged deeper and deeper into the
error which friendly zeal and a firm belief in the infallibility
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of his powers of observation had lured him, poor Annchen
had long since lost the desperate courage with which she had
detained him. What had she done? What did she want?
Confess to this gloomy, disagreeable man the tortures she
had suffered ever since she entered this house, in constantly
increasing proportions, until her heart could no longer con-
tain her terror? The horrible dread of a horrible thing,
which she dared not think, which she did not think—no, no!
with which she struggled as a sleeper struggles with the
nightmare that oppresses him. It was surely only a horrible
dream, from which she would awake if she could only once
cry out, call for help. Help! Help!

But the cry did not cross her quivering lips; instead of
that, somebody said—it must be herself, only that the
voice seemed like a stranger’s, and appeared to come from
the end of the room:

“ It isn’t on my mother’s account ; it’s about Lebrecht, who
is so—strange, so—out of humor—of late—and this evening
—on the long journey—and now here—just now. My
parents—my kind old father—he has always been so fond
of him, so very fond; they have so often joked about it—
why—why: i

The strange voice was silenced by a sob; but the sob came
from her own breast, and these were her tears which trickled
through her fingers, which, sinking into a chair, she pressed
upon her burning eyes.

The doctor looked at the drooping figure in astonishment.
Did she really know nothing? That twice repeated, trem-
ulous “ Why ” really did not sound like a person who knew,
far less like an angry one. Was the beautiful young lady
only nervous from the journey, annoyed, alarmed by her
Lebrecht’s strange conduct? Did she only desire an ex-
planation, which Frau Uelzen had not given, which he——

But he, who apparently had just erred so greatly, wanted
firmer ground this time, so he said:

“ Why Lebrecht did not grant you the apparently trifling
favor about the bowl—do you want to know that, madam?”

She nodded. “Yes, yes; that too.”
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“That too! So there’s something else?”

“No, no!” said the anxious Annchen, convulsively clasp-
ing her fingers and gazing up at the doctor with fixed, staring
eyes.

Should he tell her? The opportunity was favorable. She
seemed gentle, agitated ; perhaps feared that Lebrecht would
vent upon her parents the ill-humor so unintelligible to her;
that her parents, to their surprise and terror, would find the
new marriage already shadowed by mysterious clouds; and
he could say, “ That is it; and now rush to your Lebrecht,
when he returns, and whisper in his ear, with a kiss, ‘ I know
all,” and you’ll see how, in the twinkling of an eye, he’ll be
the old Lebrecht again.”

No, he could not say it. Lebrecht had snared himself in
this net like a clumsy lion; he must also have the power to
rend the bonds—ought to owe his deliverance to no helpful
mouse. That would be a bad service he would render him.
Love forgives much, but will not pardon cowardice; and
this, which unfortunately bordered upon, or was already,
cowardice, would remain so in the eyes of this beautiful,
aristocratic lady if he deprived Lebrecht of the chance of
trampling the loathsome worm with his own feet.

But he could do this: show her the loathsome worm as it
appeared to Lebrecht’s eyes—a horrible dragon. He could
try to place her at Lebrecht’s point of view, inspire her with
the necessary respect for the monster. This he could do,
and—he would.

He again laid his hat and cane on the table, sat down in
one of the low armchairs opposite Annchen, and, slowly
rubbing his sharp knees with the palms of his hands
and fixing his glittering spectacles upon the anxious wife,
said,

“I don’t know whether from reading English—Tauch-
nitz’s edition, madam—you are familiar with an expression
which not rarely occurs, especially in Thackeray, who is
also one of my saints: the skeleton in the house?”

Annchen started, but the odd man was surely smiling at
the disagreeable question. How could he have smiled, if it
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had not concerned one of his strange jests? She answered
haphazard:

“1 remember having read the expression, and that I did
not know how to apply it.”

“That’s just it,” said the doctor, smiling still more de-
cidedly; ““ there must be an idea connected with the words;
but we’ll first follow Mephistopheles’ advice and ‘ keep to
the words.” Skeleton, madam, skeleton—that sounds so
horrible in unaccustomed ears. Of course. The skeleton
is what remains after the fair, blooming flesh has become
earth again—the end of love, so to speak. ‘ Evenif the song
does not sound divine,” we wish to know nothing about the
end; and when a bold young rake drinks his champagne
out of a skull it only gives one charm the more to the greedy
tongue. Don’t you think so?”

“ It may,” murmured Annchen.

‘It does, believe me; and, besides, the matter is perfectly
simple, intelligible to a child’s comprehension. Death is
never a welcome guest, and so we don’t particularly love
his grinning counterfeit, yet still find nothing unseemly in
it where it belongs ; at the utmost, if we happen to be Hamlet
and hold Yorick’s skull in the hand, utter a few melancholy
comments very disparaging to the value of life.

“ But let us suppose, madam, that the witty prince had
lived, become king, and grown fatter and wittier. Would
not his humor have wholly vanished whenever afterwards
he had to pass a certain staircase in the palace, though a
certain garrulous old gentleman had long since found his
legitimate resting place in the Pére-la-Chaise of Elsinore?
A ‘skeleton in the churchyard, madam, is as harmless as a
rat in the cellar or a sword in the sheath; but a skeleton
under the back stairs—that’s like a rat behind the tapestry.
Out with the sword, and dead for a ducat! Do you under-
stand that, madam?”

‘“ Certainly, certainly,” murmured poor Annchen.

“ Why shouldn’t you? You ladies have so keen a per-
ception of what is suitable ; a misplaced bow, a ribbon whose
color does not harmonize with that of your dress—such
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trifles can drive you to despair; and a skeleton under the
back stairs! Oh, dear! And yet another thing will not
have escaped your penetration; that the object of the terror
in the above case no longer existed, and, I might add, need
no longer exist, if it were once there; nay, nay, I'll go
further: it is by no means always an osteological object,
perhaps not even visible to the senses any more than the
mathematical point, which no mortal eye has perceived, and
yet around which the whole world turns. You are no
mathematician, madam? No? That’s of no consequence;
we’re not discussing mathematics, but morals—aesthetics,
if you choose—in which women are always superior to us.
Only keep to the spot, madam—the spot which we need only
qualify by a single epithet, in order instantly, as if it were
a proof to our example, to obtain the best possible transla-
tion of the English expression, ¢ We have the dark spot.’”

The doctor had removed his spectacles, and was cleaning
the glasses with a yellow silk handkerchief. This would
have been a great relief to the poor Annchen, as the uncom-
fortable man was at least obliged to take his hands from
his knees; only now, with his staring, grayish-green eyes,
with their inflamed lids, he still more decidedly resembled
a lunatic. Had she to deal with a veritable madman, who
was only displaying his eccentricities to her to hear himself
talk? Was there in this nonsense a terrible meaning, which
he did not like to utter plainly? She wanted to cry: “ Speak
out!” but it seemed as if her mouth was closed ; and then
the disagreeable man already had his glasses on his hawk’s
nose again, the palms of his hands were again busily rubbing
the sharp knees, the diabolical smile again played around his
lips, and he continued to speak with the strange rapidity in
which there seemed to be not the smallest pause for reflec-
tion—nay, scarcely to take breath amid the rushing words.

““ But the best translation, madam, rarely gives the full
meaning of the original; it sometimes says too much, some-
times too little ; in our case, too much. Our dear metaphori-
cal skeleton is, to be sure, always a dark spot; but every
dark spot is by no means a skeleton. There is a dark spot
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in every individual existence—nay, the individual concerned
may be glad if there are not several, and I've known people
tattooed like a New Zealand chieftain. There is even no
family that has not its dark spot—a son who must have
constant remittances, a daughter who runs away with the
music-teacher ; but all these things bear the same relation to
the real skeleton as acute diseases to chronic suffering. The
skeleton is a chronic, conservative, nay, more, an exclusively
aristocratic affliction. One human life is not sufficient to
fully mature it; it absolutely requires generations—genera-
tions, madam, with uninterrupted historical traditions. Can
we wonder that the disease was first noticed, studied, classi-
fied, and named in England, the land of hereditary wisdom
and traditional folly, hereditary virtues and hereditary vice,
worm-eaten old family-trees and old rat-haunted houses—
that in England was made the interesting discovery: every
skeleton must have an old house, and, vice versa, every old
house must have a skeleton?”

During the last words the doctor had pushed his spectacles
down so far that Annchen’s face was visible to him over the
brims. It was pale, perhaps even a little paler than before,
but, as it seemed to him in his over-zeal, by no means with
an expression of anxiety, scarcely of intense expectation.
“You must hear me conjure more strongly,” thought the
doctor, and continued :

“There is a horrible legend, madam, that there were times
when men took the second part of our thesis literally and
walled up an innocent child in the foundation of a new
house, which was to become an old one. Although I credit
the barbarous Middle Ages with every ghastly thing possible,
I will suppose, for the honor of humanity, that this never
happened ; we rather have to do with a bit of the poesy of
the people that sought a symbolical expression for an often-
noticed experience.

“ But the experience was that a house rarely or never
became old—what in one sense is synonymous—rich and
powerful, if some one were not first found who sacrificed
for it his innocence, or—to explain it more logically—
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brought a sin upon it. Perhaps not in his opinion. The
worthy man whose roof was falling over his ears probably
thought it quite right to saddle his horse and lurk among
the bushes by the highway, until with the booty lowered
into the castle keep, and there transformed into purses of
gold, he could build, in the name of God, a fine castle.
The estimable valet who could only gratify a sovereign
whim of his fiery young master at the expense of his family
honor certainly did so only in usum Delphini—that is, for
the advantage and benefit of his dear grandchildren, who
wanted to live, and, God willing, should live, better than
their kind, indulgent old grandpapa.

“But the dear grandchildren, madam! Do they thank
the kind grandpapa for the sacrifices made for them? Why
yes ; they build a chapel over the place where the booty was
once let down in the dead of night into the castle keep; but
the weak-nerved ones cannot be married or baptized in the
chapel without thinking that under the stone pavement on
which they kneel lies the skeleton of the house. Perhaps
the portrait of the daughter-sacrificing Agamemnon is taken
from the line of ancestral portraits, because the story ended
too horribly ; but whenever there is dancing in the old hall,
through the quavering of the violins and the growling of the
bass viols the skeleton immured behind the thick gold
brocade on the wall rattles audibly. You are looking at the
clock, madam; it’s more than a quarter of ten, and there is
Lebrecht just driving out of the yard. It always makes a
thundering noise in the narrow street; Lebrecht really ought
to have it macadamized. You see we have an ocean of
time, and I would be only too glad to show you some more
specimens from my collection of skeletons, which are per-
haps the most interesting of all, though they can’t compare
in romantic horror with the first ones, possibly even do not
lack a touch of humorousness. Let us take, for instance,
the following case: there is a great mercantile house that
has its connections in all the countries of the known world,
whose ships sail on every sea, that only reckons by hundreds
of thousands; and this great firm has in a side-wing—do
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you think a merchant’s house can have no skeleton? Pardon
me, that is a totally false idea, which I forgive the born
aristocrat, and for which I have perhaps given cause by my
distorted description. Think of the royal merchants of the
Middle Ages, the Fuggers, the Welsers, and others, who
probably in their palaces paid little heed to the noble foot-
pads in their robbers’ nests. And such an old house doesn’t
even need to be a palace; it only needs to stand long enough
and be occupied by one and the same family—a family of
doctors, we’ll say, to take an example from my profession.
The grandfather had been a doctor, the father of course;
the son is also one. But the great-grandfather, who built the
great house, was a barber by trade; and because he had
built the said house, as it were, on his shaving-basin, he
commanded in his will that the said basin should not only
forever ornament the front in the most conspicuous place as
a sign, but the barber’s shop should never fall to ruin—on
the contrary, be kept up till the end of all things; and each
of his successors and heirs, on pain of losing the whole rich
house and its business, even were he ten times doctor medi-
cine and Asculapius in person, must continue the barber’s
business in his name—nay, have been taught it, if only for
a month, and used the ancestral razor. You can probably
imagine, madam, how the man, one of the foremost in his
department, feels with a brain full of comprehensive plans
and the barber’s basin in his coat-of-arms—the basin about
which he has been forced to hear countless gibes in the
course of his life, which has actually made his entrance into
certain prominent corporations towards which his ambition
soared impossible—nay, instilled into his soul, otherwise
frankness and goodness incarnate, the venom of distrust,
nay, cowardice!”

For the first time in his long speech the doctor made a
real pause. He had even ceased to rub his knees, and, with
his long neck stretched forward, was gazing at Annchen,
waiting for a reply, some remark that would show she
understood him, that she at least suspected what he
wanted.
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“ Pardon me,” faltered Annchen; “but I think I must
look out.”

The doctor felt like a person who runs against a closed
door where he expected to find an open one. He who, so
far as he was concerned, wanted the young wife to under-
stand everything—his concealed allusions, his sudden transi-
tions, his horrible pictures—found she did not understand,
that she had scarcely heard and certainly not grasped the
meaning of his last words, that at this moment she only had
one desire: to escape from a situation which she felt she
could not endure much longer. To him she was simply the
spoiled young lady, the proud princess who, rolling over a
smooth course in her chariot of victory—people may say
what they like—can form no idea of the pitfalls a malicious
fate digs for other mortals who must walk over the rough
earth. And with these thoughts, which darted through his
mind with the speed of lightning, a hot wave of blood rushed
to his brain, and from his brain to his heart, and in that
heart welled up a fiery hatred against this young, beautiful,
proud creature, who had come here only to forever rob his
beloved Lebrecht of rest and peace, to bring into this old
house for the whole future unhappiness and ruin. Suppose
he told her this?

It only lacked a little provocation and the passionate man
would have done so. And now the force he was obliged
to put upon himself, in order not to burst forth into words
which would have permitted no misinterpretation, increased
his ill-humor, as a rider in anger drives his spurs into his
horse’s flanks till it dashes over hedges and ditches.

“Only a moment, madam,” he cried; “only wait until
I have told you what part the dear little wives play in this
pathology of the skeleton in the house. You will then learn
that these Graces, with their velvet-soft, innocent deer-eyes,
and white, rouged nixy-hands, only too often, almost always,
are the original source of the outbreak of the trouble; that
they, above all, are the cause that first makes the evil malig-
nant and dangerous, and renders what might otherwise
be easily endured insupportable. To the original possessor
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the skeleton is always surrounded by the breath of antiquity
to men; often enough he has it in his own blood and bones,
and lets it stay there, simply because he could not get rid of
it, perhaps would not even desire to do so, like Philoctetes
with his hurt, to which he had become accustomed, and to
suit which he had arranged his life, thoughts, and feelings.
Bon!

“ And now the young wife comes into the house. She
is not our flesh and blood, does not know how the skeleton
pinches our flesh, riots in our blood. She only finds it a
horrible or ridiculous thing; she has no reverence for the
skeleton, she is only afraid of it; she has no sympathy with
the skeleton, she is only ashamed of it.

“ And this, madam, is the best, the very best case; and
well for the young husband who was wise and brave enough
to say before the marriage: ¢ Between such and such stairs,
behind such and such a tapestried wall, lies the skeleton
of my house, and it is constituted so and so; and now marry
me, if you have the courage.

“Less loyal, but still prudent enough, will be the conduct
of the cunning Bluebeard who, in some happy hour of love-
making, mentions the skeleton en passant. It isn’t of so
much consequence; still, he will warn the charming Phyllis,
when she is once Madam Bluebeard, at the risk of her sweet
life, against putting her inquisitive little nose into a certain
room in such and such a tower, and this is the key to it, and
the key is eighteen-carat gold. For you see, madam, if the
young lady does not choose to listen, and plays with the
golden key until some fine day the door springs open, and in
her terror she begins to lament over the horrible spectacle
and make her dear husband’s life uncomfortable—why,
Bluebeard has studied Hegel; the punishment is the law
that follows wrong-doing, and—down with the pretty, im-
prudent little head!

“ But, madam, the case which is a thousand, ten thousand,
times worse, worst of all—nay, even fatal—is when the
dear Phyllis knows nothing, suspects nothing, because she
has no eyes to see, no ears to hear, and asks her beloved
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husband to show her the silver treasure, the precious silver
treasure, in the old closet, of which she has lost the key.
And the husband, who frankly tells himself that the matter
must be told some time, unlocks the closet, and—the family
treasure is doubtless there, sparkling and glittering, but on
the treasure sits the skeleton, rattling and grimacing: ‘ My
best greetings to you, my darling; you and I now belong
together, for you probably know you have married me with
the old house.””

And as the doctor, suddenly starting up and pointing with
his meager, outstretched hand, shrieked these words in his
most disagreeable throat-notes, a gust of wind raged around
the house, which it seemed to shake to its very foun-
dations. The storm had probably found a chink in one of
the rattling shutters; a terrible wailing, moaning note
echoed through the room, and with this note mingled a
shriek.

Annchen had uttered it; she was standing before the
doctor, an image of horror, with pale, quivering lips and
clasped hands. “In the name of God’s mercy! what is in
the closet? ”

“ Why,” said the doctor, “ I've already had the honor to
remark: the famous bowl, et cetera, inclusive of the
skeleton.”

He made one of his grotesque bows, and, taking his hat
and cane, was moving towards the door when he suddenly
felt his arm seized by a trembling hand.

“ I—I—first Frau Uelzen—and then through the door—
your last words: He must tell me all! Is it—does it con-
cern Hans Fliederbusch?”

The doctor passed his hand across his brow.

What had he done? The possibility, nay, probability, that
Frau Uelzen might have gossiped in the meantime—the
factor that he had just counted upon to Lebrecht as a very
important one—was left out of his own calculations as if
it had not existed. And she had heard his last treacherous
words, too! Was the secret betrayed? Impossible! She
would have put her question differently ; she would not have
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been in this terrible anxiety. Heaven knew with what
marvelous story the old gossip had unsettled her brain.
Was it wise to set her right? Was it not more prudent to
let her grope for a while longer in the darkness that
shrouded Hans’s flight—nay, if possible, increase the gloom,
so that the discovery of the real secret would afterwards
seem like a sunbeam?

“Yes, yes,” said he; “ Hans Fliederbusch, the wild fellow
—as you know, he has caused us a great deal of anxiety,
still does so. He has probably scarcely broken his neck;
but a man drowned is also dead. To be sure, he was a
cat, and young cats don’t drown so easily. We must wait
—we must wait.”

And as the doctor could not reach his knees, by way of
variety he stroked his long, thin chin with his long, thin
fingers.

“So Hans Fliederbusch is not—not the skeleton?”

“1 haven’t yet inquired into it; however, what is not
may be. I’ve already told you that such a skeleton requires
time—plenty of time.”

“ What is it then.”

“ Ah! madam, if T ought or wished to tell you I should
have done so long ago. A doctor, you know, must have
very rigid principles in these matters. I never meddle in
family affairs, and from my discourse it must have become
evident to you that a skeleton is an extremely exclusive
family affair. Besides, you—I mean you and Lebrecht—
are in that last-mentioned, worst, most delicate case, which
by the bungling interference of a third person may have
a fatal result. I shall avoid being this third person.
Lebrecht will take charge of the matter. Heretofore, with
the key to the old closet, he has also lacked the necessary
courage. Let us hope that at the right moment he will find
both—key and courage.”

“I—I have the key!”

“You—you have! and you say it now—say it to me! You
have concealed it from Lebrecht, and Lebrecht is making
a mystery to you of a matter to which you have the key!
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Upon my honor, that is the most amusing thing that has
come in my way for a long time.”

And the doctor laughed, laughed loudly, only it sounded
more like the hoarse cackling of an old hen than human
laughter.

A deep flush suffused Annchen’s face to the delicate
temples, and, lowering her long lashes on her burning cheeks,
she said in a low, trembling voice that gradually grew firmer :

“It's very wrong of me, I know, but I meant it for a
joke, I assure you. In Verona (I believe it was in Verona)
before our departure—Lebrecht had gone out—I wanted
something from his trunk: a guidebook we missed, and
which I knew he must have. I couldn’t find it, and at last
took everything out to the bottom, and on the bottom I
found the key wrapped in a pocket-handkerchief. I assure
you it was to be a jest; I meant to ask him, casually,
whether %

“ Whether it was the key to his heart?”” asked the doctor
with a sympathizing glance at the beautiful, embarrassed
young face.

“Yes, yes!”

“ And that he must take better care of it in future?”

“Yes, yes!”

“You see I, too, understand a little about affairs of the
heart. Go on! But let us sit down again; we can talk
better.”

He offered the trembling Annchen his arm with wonder-
ful grandezza and led her to the chair by the fireside, taking
his old place opposite to her. His voice was no longer
scornful as before, his expression no longer sarcastic; he
even let his hands rest quietly on his knees.

“You meant to give him back the key as soon as you
came here?”

“Yes, yes; and therefore put it in my box, to have it at
hand, and then forgot it. During all the last part of the
time Lebrecht’s manner made me so anxious—he was often
so gloomy, so absent—I thought he——"

Several large tears welled from under the dark lashes.
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“ Did not love you as you desired, as—as you deserved?”

The doctor had seized and pressed Annchen’s hand.

“I have endured such torments!” said Annchen, sobbing.
“1 was always asking myself what I could have done to
forfeit his love. No, no! he loves me, does he not? He
loves me? But he wasn’t happy, and it was I who made
him miserable. Just now, when I was yonder, before Frau
Uelzen came, I sat by the fireside, as I sit here, I pondered
over everything again, and always lingered over the same
terrible thought: ‘ You do not make him happy; you never
will!’ Then Frau Uelzen came, and talked and talked.
I scarcely heard her, until—I don’t know how it happened—
she told me of the evening before Lebrecht’s departure, how.
she came out of the kitchen——"

“Heard the quarrel, etc. I can imagine how the old
woman kneaded and dressed the puppet. And then you
remembered the key?”

“ She had talked so much about the closet——"

“The nonsense people say about it! You don’t really
believe that?”

“No, but I thought it so horrible, so frightful, and T
wondered that Lebrecht had told me nothing at all. Of
course, it was only in order not to alarm me, but it would
have been better. I wanted to rejoice that I had found a
motive for his ill-humor, but could not do so. My heart
remained oppressed, I knew not why. I took out the key
to give it to him. Frau Uelzen had said he had lost the
key to the closet, and I was sure that it was this very one.
Then I came through the rooms, to that door—Herr Doctor,
Herr Doctor, have pity on me! What all must Lebrecht
tell me? What is in that closet?” '

She had slipped from her chair to his feet, her hands
clasped over her beautiful bosom, her large, tearful, brown
eyes raised beseechingly to him. The strange man’s pas-
sionate heart throbbed hotly. She was so beautiful, so
dreamily beautiful, like one of the forms his enraptured
eyes beheld in the hours of the night when the Muse with
light hand touched his throbbing temples! Had not what
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he just told Lebrecht really happened: “ She will in her
trouble turn to other men” ? Should he let the fool rush
to his destruction? Should he——

He had long since raised the kneeling figure and pressed
it back into the chair; and now, after having paced up and
down the apartment with his longest strides, approached
her.

“You see, fair lady, I would fain give my finger—no,
that can’t be, on account of my profession—but I would
give much, very much, if Lebrecht had been the wise hus-
band number one on my list and told you of his secrets at
the right time. I fear this right time is over. But how-
ever that may be, he, and he alone, must tell you; I dare
not, and you are far too wise to play the clumsy part of
Bluebeard’s inquisitive wife. As to the skeleton itself, it
belongs to the last category of those most horrible by their
absurdity. And as for that silly Hans—"

“T am troubled only about him,” said Annchen, in a hasty,
anxious tone. ‘‘If you can assure me that there is nothing
in it ; people are saying such horrible things %

* Gossip, madam, gossip!”

“ But they dare to do so! And they will dare so long
as the young man remains absent. O God! if he should
stay away—if he should be dead, the horrible event never
cleared up, the horrible suspicion He is suspected.
I gathered it from the housekeeper’s confused words.”

““'The stupid old woman!”

“ And when you spoke just now of Herr von Frank you
did not do so unintentionally ; you wanted to warn Lebrecht.”

“ But, madam, warn of what?”

“Of the machinations of the man who—whom I have
mortally offended, who has vowed vengeance on me and on
Lebrecht, and who will avenge himself where and as he can.”

“1 didn’t know that,” said the doctor; “ but it explains
much—much. What is the cause, if I may ask? Or let it
pass; I see it is painful to you.”

“No, no!” cried Annchen; “ you must know. Perhaps
I have been too harsh; but the hateful men—they were all
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so hostile to Lebrecht, my Cousin Arthur and the others,
and especially Herr von Frank. And Lebrecht, he let
nothing be noticed—he’s too proud for that—but I saw
he knew that they joked about him behind his back—about
his name, which isn’t very beautiful—and I was horribly
afraid he would fly into a rage, for he can be very angry.
And I was told that there was a poem by Herr von Frank,
a friend—"

“ Of course,” said the doctor.

“It was horrible—a parody on Heine’s ¢ Lorelei,” and
ended:

¢« This hath Herr Lebrecht Nudel, the King of Woldom, done.’

I was furious. I took the first opportunity on the steamer,
went up to him, and said &

“ Ah! madam, I don’t envy him in anticipation.”

“1I said, ‘ People ought to beware of caricaturists, but
caricaturists must also beware ; kings have a long arm.””

“ Magnificent! And the man?”

“I had given him no time to answer; but I learned
through my friend that he had sworn a terrible oath to repay
me; and now misfortune must bring him here at this
moment, when my parents, my poor parents—my dear papa,
if he should hear of it—and the assessor will attend to that
—it will make such a bad impression upon papa that
Lebrecht won’t open the closet. Won’t he do so if I tell
him I have the key? Won’t he?”

The doctor rubbed his knees.

“That'’s a doubtful question,” he said. “ Lebrecht has un-
doubtedly told your father that the king’s bowl can’t be used
this evening ; he would be placed in a very embarrassing posi-
tion, and I should not like to increase his perplexity, which is
already too great. You, too, madam, from a timidity I
understand, have missed the right moment. Suppose we
let the key, which, according to my sincere conviction, only
plays a symbolic part, morally considered, in this disagree-
able affair, remain lost. The real key is quite different, and
this Lebrecht may, and I hope to Heaven he will, find late,
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but not too late for the true love that endures and forgives
everything. You have the key with you?”

“Yes,” said Annchen hesitatingly.

“T'll make you a proposal: give it to me.”

“ Here it is.”

Annchen felt in her pocket and drew it out, wrapped in
the handkerchief. The doctor, who only wanted the key,
unfolded the handkerchief and was in the act of returning
it to her when he suddenly drew back his outstretched
hand and hastily thrust it into the side-pocket of his
coat.

“Is it blood?”

Annchen had spoken, in so low a tone that it seemed
almost a miracle the doctor should have heard. He had
really been able to read the words from the pale, trembling
lips because at the same moment the same question flashed
through his own mind.

““ Only a chemical analysis could determine that,” he said,
buttoning his coat and rising.

“It is blood!” cried Annchen, sinking down in the chair
as if utterly crushed.

Dr. Bertram gazed compassionately from his height at
the drooping figure.

“ And if it should be so,” he said slowly, “ and what has
happened will perhaps never be cleared up, because Lebrecht
himself—I hope so, as I am his friend—only knows the
beginning, not the end, of the matter? It is the evil will
that makes the criminal—not the act; and therefore in the
eyes of friendship Lebrecht can never be a criminal. Would
he, could he, ever become one in those of love?”

“Never! never! never!” cried Annchen, clasping her
hands.

“ Whatever has happened?”

“Ilove him! T love him!”

“ And may God bless you!”

The doctor took a step and paused again.

“I know he will; take courage. In the Middle Ages
marriage was denied those who gave themselves to the
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devil; for love, Woliram von Eschenbach says, is every-
where except in hell. But marriage is the highest purity
of love, and he who walks in its light goes on the way to
sanctification. Only God often leads His saints by strange
ways. The lover would fain make the May breezes milder
for the woman he loves; and she, for his sake, defies the
autumnal storm, and, if it must be, goes through fire and
water for him. Once more, I hope there will be no neces-
sity ; and once more, God bless you.”

The noise of the door first warned Annchen that the
doctor had left her. She started up; she ought not to have
given him the key. She wanted to call him back, rushed
towards a door; but it led into the dining-room, and when
she reached and opened the one into the entry it was too
late. The house-door was just closing with a crash that
echoed through the lofty space like distant thunder. Then
it grew still, and she, leaning against the jambs, listened
breathlessly with a throbbing heart and murmured: “I
ought not to have given him the key.”

VI

THE doctor was deeply moved by the scene through which
he had just passed. Full of the most sincere admiration
for the beautiful young wife and the greatest anxiety about
his beloved friend, he had walked mechanically, stepping
slowly down the stairs, to the lower entry, and reached the
door, which he held open, irresolute whether to turn back
and undertake the investigation of the suspicious closet
himself or go on and declare the bad case, in whose man-
agement he had so strongly interfered, to be hopeless, when
a gust of wind snatched the door from his hand and closed
it behind him.

“The confounded wind!” he cried furiously.

“It’s a bad night,” said a hoarse voice beside him.

“Holloa!” cried the doctor.

“It’s I—Kabelmann.”
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“ What are you looking for here? Has your wife grown
worse?”

‘“ Heaven forbid, doctor

“Well?”

“I've to ask you to come to the Herr Assessor—on
official business.”

The doctor involuntarily made a movement towards the
handle of the door, though he knew it had locked and was
not to be opened from outside. So, in order to gain time
for consideration, he said:

“ What is it, Kabelmann? Is it Frau Ledebur? I told
the Herr Assessor the poor woman would be crazy
if he tormented her much longer with darkness and ques-
tions.”

“It’s not about Frau Ledebur, Herr Doctor; she is now,
owing to your intercession, in Number 7, where she at least
has air and light; and she has had hot food to-day, too, and
told me herself: ‘ Kabelmann, I owe this to the district
doctor; he’—it was a very bad word, Herr Doctor— he
would have left me to rot on the straw.” It’s” (the police-
man, who towered above even the tall doctor half a head,
stooped and said in his hoarsest tone)—“1I ought not to
say it, but you won’t betray me, Herr Doctor, I know—it’s
about Herr Nudel and young Herr Fliederbusch.”

The doctor tried to laugh, but only accomplished a cough,
which the wind drove back into his throat.

“You know something, Kabelmann; you needn’t an-
nounce it officially, but the devil ought to take your Herr
Assessor.”

The policeman pushed up his cap and scratched his short,
stiff hair.

“ Oh, yes! Herr Doctor; I'd have no objection, and the
devil is in it, too; and if he once gets anything into his head
he has no rest day or night till he knows all about it, and
now he knows.”

“ Nonsense!” said the doctor. “ He’s crazy!”

“Yes, yes, Herr Doctor; for aught I care he may be
crazy, too, and I wouldn’t grudge him Number 24 rather
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than Frau Ledebur—if it were not for that confounded
closet.”

A cold chill ran through the doctor’s veins. “So he
knows that, too!”

“ He didn’t find it out from me,” continued the policeman
apologetically, “though I might have told him, for I know
the house like my own pocket, and the closet up in the corner
room, where the late senator lived, who kept his documents
in it. I’ve moved them in and out often myself. One day,
when I was standing before it, he said: ‘ Kabelmann, what
do you think? How many thousand thalers have I brought
out of the hole in Gallows Hill?’ ‘Why, Herr Senator,
said I, ‘ who believes that?’ ‘Kabelmann believes it, and
the whole city,” he said, and then laughed, and I laughed
too, for he was fond of his little jokes. But Nebelow swears
through thick and thin that the Herr Senator could go out
of his room without opening a door, and has probably said
so to one and another. ‘Don’t talk about it to the Herr
Assessor, Nebelow,” said I; and he didn’t when he ques-
tioned him about the closet upstairs of which people were
speaking. Well, Herr Doctor, I have really said nothing
to him except always, ‘It’s only stupid gossip, Herr
Assessor,” and thought he would be satisfied with it, until
half an hour ago he rang for me, and was rushing around
his room, rubbing his hands and saying, ¢ Well, Kabelmann,
I know all about it; and at ten o’clock, when Herr Nudel
comes back, we’ll examine the closet to see if we can’t find
something that will please his young wife.” ‘Why, Herr
Assessor,” said I, ‘ Herr Nudel’s been back ever since eight
o'clock, and has just gone down to the station again to get
the old people;’ for I had talked with Nebelow, Herr Doctor,
whom Frau Uelzen had sent to Senator Zingst to get some
silver, because Herr Nudel had lost the key to the closet;
and I told the Herr Assessor so, and that the Herr Doctor
was with the young wife. Then the Herr Assessor laughed,
just like an old ape, and said, ¢ Has he lost the key? We'll
try to help him look for it a little.” And I must go and tell
the Herr Doctor, ‘ You were to come at once, the Herr
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Assessor had urgent business matters to discuss with you,’
and there you were, just coming out.”

The doctor, much as he would have liked to get away
quietly, let the old man finish; now he turned up his coat-
collar, saying, “ Very well, Kabelmann ; in an hour, tell him;
I’'ve really no time now.”

He took a step forward ; the policeman remained standing.

“You can’t do it, Herr Doctor; it’s no use. He sent
Martin to the station at once; he’s not to leave Herr Nudel,
though without letting Herr Nudel notice it. I heard him
give the orders myself.”

“ Ah! then wait a minute; I'll be here again directly.”

The doctor grasped the bell-handle. The policeman shook
his head.

“Don’t do it, Herr Doctor. Nebelow isn’t there ; it might
be a long time before the door would be opened, and I have
the strictest orders to bring you without delay. I wonder
already that he hasn’t sent again.”

“ Then say you didn’t find me—I had already gone.”

“1 can’t, Herr Doctor; I must answer for it on my oath
of office. I’ll tell you what, Herr Doctor, come with me;
perhaps he’ll hear reason, if you talk with him, and let the
matter drop, at least until to-morrow. The poor young
wife! the very first evening—it’s too horrible. To be sure,
it will be all over to-morrow.”

“ But, Kabelmann,” cried the doctor, “ you’re a sensible
old fellow; do you really believe that a man kills another
without cause and then travels quietly away and gets
married? ”

“ Why, yes,” replied Kabelmann. “He probably had
cause, and probably he hasn’t felt very quiet, but everything
else has happened before, and even far more curious thmgs
But now come, Herr Doctor, it’s high time.”

The doctor reflected. It really seemed best for him to go.
Even if he should not convince Herr von Frank that his
suspicion was groundless—and how could he do so? how
many damaging circumstances might not the man’s keen
nose have already scented out >—he had one weapon in case
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of necessity: he could say, “I know the personal motives
by which you are urged on in this affair "—a weak weapon,
indeed, against so malicious and dangerous a man, yet he
must see what could be accomplished with it.

Dull sounds echoed through the storm-lashed air from the
steeple of the neighboring church. Quarter of ten! In half
an hour, at latest, Lebrecht would be there with his parents-
in-law, and the young, pale, beautiful wife
" “Now then, Kabelmann!” said the doctor, passing out
of the deep doorway where this conversation had taken
place, along the front of the old gable-roofed house, past
the little narrow street, towards the Rathhaus.

The old policeman followed silently.

Meantime the doctor’s departure had not remained un-
noticed in the kitchen regions. Dérthe, who had already been
standing a long time at the little window through which a
portion of the gallery and staircase could be overlooked,
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